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From the Editor’s Dungeon: 


Welcome to the second edition of Amazing Experiences Magazine! I hope you will 
enjoy the efforts of the many talented writers, artists, and staff, who helped create this 
exciting issuc. 

For many of you, this is your first encounter with AE Magazine, but for the readers who 
received the first issue, I’m sure that you will notice many changes. We're very excited 
about the new look of our zine — cover art, saddle staples, more interior artwork, 
professional typesetting, . . . just a little more of everything that made our premier issue 
such a hit, but a lot more polish. 

I've been writing for many years, science fiction and horror for only the last three years, 
but AE is my first venture into the unknown and dark realm of publishing. Sitting on this 
side of the publisher’s desk has been an eye-opening, or maybe I should say an educational 
experience. Our efforts, for the premier issue, were dedicated to bringing you quality 
content; from there we were all confident that our exceptional material inside the issue 
would sell itself. It was surprising, and sometimes frustrating, to find that hard learned 
lesson every sincere publisher learns. . . people do judge a book (or magazine) by its cover. 
The many changes we’ve made in this issue of our magazine, are just the beginning. Expect 
to see more dazzling, creative responses to your, our readers, requests. 

I want to thank the many writers, artists, and fans who wrote letters to the editor. I 
am truly sorry that space limitations dictate that Ican only muna few of these letters. Iwant 
to particularly thank our many readers, for the nice comments concerning my story The 
Stalker and my poem In Darkness. 

I’d like to address the subject of our staff. Our staff consists of writers, artists and fans. 
Being on our staff does not guarantee that a writer’s or artist’s material will be automati- 
cally included in our magazine. Each writer and artist must go through the same process 
that those not on the staff must go through. I believe we have a most talented staff. That 
is the reason you will see much of their works in print, in this issue and issues to come. 

If you live in the Northern California area and are interested in becoming a staff 
member, please contact me by letter or FAX to discuss your qualifications and submission 
of your materials. | 

Our Featured Artist of this issue, Laura Kagawa, created the cover of this issue. Inside 
you will find many wonderful examples of her imaginative artwork. We also have many 
stories, articles, and interviews for your reading pleasure. An interview with Ray Faraday 
Nelson, as well as his story I, Goddess, his award winning poem Cold Hotel and some 
writing tips from this most talented writer. An exclusive interview with actor Richard 
Chaves, late of War of the Worlds. P. D. Cacek is back with two short stories; Kevin J. 
Anderson, with his superb story Deathdance; ElizaBeth A. Gilligan & Bill Vaughan begin 
their continuing serial Confessions of a Bimbette In Space; John B. Rosenman has two 
excellent short stories, Channel X and Storyteller, and many more talented writers and 
artists appear for your reading and viewing pleasure. Some of them, you may already be 
familiar with, while others are new and previously unpublished. We have many new 
departments and articles, and return with most of our prior departments, although quite 
expanded. 

Back issues of our premier issue are still available. They may be purchased by sending 
$4.00 plus $1.25 shipping to: Amazing Experiences, 544 Ygnacio Valley Road, #A273, 
Walnut Creek, CA 94596. Or you may elect to begin your subscription with our premier 
issue. Simply note begin with first issue, on the subscription form inside our magazine. 


Read on! 
Jon L. Herron, Editor/Publisher 
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Letters to Experience 


Dear Jon: 

I just finished reading your premier issue. GREAT! 
GREAT! GREAT! The stories and information you 
packed in your first issue were fantastic. I have never 
seen a first issue of any magazine, I intentionally call 
your publication a magazine not a“ magaletter”, with so 
much substance. 

I particularly liked your story The Stalker and P. D. 
Cacek’s story Night Patrol. I’m only a fan, but I want to 
develop my writing skills, so I would like to see some 
information about Cons and writing groups in my area. 

I have enclosed my check for $29.95 for a one year 
subscription to AE. 

Franklin Morris 
Bayonne, NJ 


Live Long & Prosper, Jon, 
AE looks terrific! Good stories too, especially yours! 
I love tales where an evil is counteracted by a more 
powerful force, good or evil...Enjoyed the poetry, re- 
views, etc. as well. 
Hope AE will live long & prosper - It’s off to a great 
start! 
Roberta Debono 
Alameda, CA 


Dear Jon L. Herron, 

The magaletter looks good. I am very pleased. I’m 
looking forward to seeing Lunatics in the special edition 
magazine. 

You'll hear from me again! Excellent work on the 
premier issue! 

Congratulations! 

David Sandner 
San Fancisco, CA 


Dear Jon, 

Thanks for publishing my piece. 

Your mega-newsletter looks really good. Congratu- 
lations! I can see that you put a lot of time into it, and it 
shows. Best of luck with it in the future...may it live long 
and prosper! 

Iread The Stalker and congratulations on that, too. 
It comes off very well. 

Believe it or not there’s a Columbia Gorge Writer’s 
Group right here in tiny White Salmon, so! plan to keep 
at it. 

Virginia Summa 
White Salmon, WA 
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Dear Jon, 

Just a note to let you know how much I enjoyed my 
first issue of Amazing Experiences. You and your staff 
have done an excellent job in putting forth a high- 
quality magazine that teaches, informs, and entertains. 
I salute you for all the work I know must’ve gone into 
putting it all together so professionally. Before you 
know it, you'll be going big time and I'll be able to say “I 
knew you when...” 

Again, thanks for Amazing Experiences — it was 
the bright spot of my day and I consumed every word! 

E. B. Stambaugh 

Walnut Creek, CA 
(Editors note: E. B. has since become part of the staff 
of AE.) 


Dear Jon, 

Thanks for sending mea copy of AE. I really enjoyed 
it. (One word of caution} remember when Coke changed 
their formula? Since I liked AE so much I’m sure I'll 
really enjoy the NEW! IMPROVED! AMAZING EX- 
PERIENCES! 

I circulated the subscription forms to all the other 
writers/readers/sci-fi/fantasy/horror fans I know. 

Since we spoke I have sent you some cartoons. 
Laura Kagawa’s cartoon are great! The viking one left me 
in stitches. 

Best to you. 

Marsha L. Powers 
Bryan, TX 


Dear Jon L. Herron: 

Kevin Anderson showed me your magazine at 
WesterCon. It looks very interesting and I would be 
interested in seeing your writer’s guidelines. 

Thank you. 

Mario Milosevic 
White Salmon, WA 


Dear Jon: 

I didn’t feel like cutting up Laura Kagawa’s wonder- 
ful picture on the back of your subscription form, so I 
have enclosed $29.95 for my subscription to AE. 

Also enclosed is the story I described to you at 
TimeCon and I am working on the story idea you gave 
me at the Con. 

The magazine looks terrific and I hope to hear from 
you soon about my stories. 

Robert L. Fleck 
San Ramon, CA 


Continued on Page 10 
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Interviews: 


Ray Faraday Nelson: 
Master of Time & Space 


by Don Lee 

Ray Nelson is aman of 
many talents. Artist, 
musician, beat poet, 
mystery & science fic- 
tion short story writer, 
and novelist, teacher 
(for years, he’s ran weekly workshops out of his El Cerrito home), his talents 
run the range of the Arts. His first published science fiction story, Turn Off the 
Sky, was nominated for a Hugo Award. His first published science fiction 
novel, The Ganymede Takeover (1966) was co-written with one of science 
fiction’s literary giants, and his close friend, the late Philip K. Dick. A 
professional writer for twenty-seven years, Nelson has written everything 
from SF pulp (the men’s SF adventure series Richard Blade, several volumes 
of which Nelson authored) to the cult classic Blake’s Progress(1974). He authored 
the short story Eight O’Clock in the Morning, on which the 1988 hit movie 
They Live was based. (He also co-wrote the screenplay, under the pen name of 
Frank Armitage.) 

The following interview was conducted in Nelson’s cozy El Cerrito, 
California, home in late June 1990. 

I was greeted at the door by Nelson’s lovely wife, Kristen, and ushered to 
Nelson's sanctum/office. There, surrounded by shelves of books, numerous 
awards, and citations, research card indexes, and a lovely, goofy photograph of 
Madonna wearing a Mickey Mouse hat, Ray Nelson spoke of his wild and 
widely-varied career. 


AE: What led you to write science fiction? 
Nelson: Well, when! was just a kid, in 1939, lwent tothe 


RAY FARADAY NELSON hasd al work on another project 


involved excluding a noted science fiction fan — 
everybody knows who it was, Ill just name him — it 


New York World’s Fair, and their I saw a giant robot 
named Electro, with a robot dog named Sparky. And 
this giant robot, together with the Fair in general, is 
the most impressive thing that I have ever seen in my 
life. And when it started blowing perfect smoke rings 
out of its ears, lwas hooked forever on science fiction. 


was Walter Breen. It involved excluding Walter Breen 
from the world science fiction convention in Oak- 
land. And I was part of the faction that said they 
shouldn’t exclude him. I ran an in F & SF saying 
“Boycott the WorldCon.” The WorldCon commit- 
tee, seeing me nominated for a Hugo, assumed that it 


I were to receive a Hugo in front of everybody, I would 
take the occasion to denounce them; so they lopped 
my name off the Hugo ballot. The trouble is, they 
were found out, and a vast controversy arose. 

AE: You've been pretty much a Renaissance Man of the 
Arts — you write fiction and non-fiction, you’re a 
musician, a street theater performer, and poet; one 
reference called you a Beat Poet... 

Continued on the following page 


AE: I know you spent a number of years in Paris. 
Nelson: Yes, that’s where I wrote Turn Off the Sky. 
AE: That leads to my next question; the blurb on the 
front of The Prometheus Man says “the controversial 
Hugo nominee.” That’s in connection to Turn Off 
the Sky, right? What's the story behind that? 
Nelson: The word “controversial” is used there because 
there was a big scandal going on at the time, which 
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Nelson: That’s right. I was co-editor of The Miscella- 
neous Man, which was the first Beat little review. 
And while I was in Paris, I met Allan Ginsberg and 
William Burroughs and hung out with that gang. 

AE: In addition to all that, you’re a cartoonist as well. 

Nelson: Oh, ych, and very active lately, as a matter of 
fact. 

AE: Do you prefer one of those activities over the others, 
or do you consider yourself mainly a writer? 

Nelson: When I was in France, just before my son was 
bom, one afternoon I was thinking of lullabies that 
would be suitable for singing to my soon-to-be-born 
son, and I realized that they were all sinister; they 
were all about butterflies plucking out little babies 
eyes, and things like that. So I sat down and wrote a 
lullaby which was supposed to be non-threatening; | 
brought it back to the United States and began 
singing it at folk parties. At all night folk parties 
everywhere, you hear a folk song called Sunrise in the 

Morning, which I wrote, though nobody knows that 
except for people who know me. So, to answer your 
question, I have phases and moods, and I do different 
things, depending on opportunities that present 
themselves. 

AE: Your first published science fiction novel was The 
Ganymede Takeover? 

Nelson: That’s right; there were a couple of tough-guy 
mysteries before that, but The Ganymede Takeover 
was my first science fiction book. 

AE: Of course, that was co-written with Philip K. Dick. 
Except for one other book, Deus Irae, which Dick co- 
wrote through the mail with Roger Zelazny, The 
Ganymede Takeover was Dick’s only collaboration. 
So basically you're the only person who ever really 
did collaborate closely with Phil Dick. 

Nelson: That’s True. 

AE: I just wondered how it was to work with him, and 
what yourimpression of him as a collaborator — and 
I know you guys were friends... 

Nelson: He was the funniest man I’ve ever known in my 
life. He could’ve been a stand-up comedian. He 
could’ve just stood up and been one, without ever 
writing down his material. Because when he was in 
the right mood, he could keep a room full of people in 
absolute stitches for hours. It would be damaging to 
their health to listen to so many jokes. (laughs) He 
was also a very ambitious person, and some of his 
ambitions were unfortunately never realized. Early 
in his career, he wrote a series of mainstream novels 
which he thought were going to bust him out of the 
sci-fi ghetto and make him a major world novelist. 
But these books have had to wait till after his death 
to get published. I was reading one just the other 
night, and they were so good! If he had been living in 
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France and had submitted them to French publishers, 
he really would have achieved his goal. 

AE: What mental process do you go through when you 
write? I mean, do you outline extensively, or do you 
just start on page one and wing it? 

Nelson: I usually do a rough outline if its a book; if its a 
short story, I just write it. With a book, I do a rough 
outline, and sometimes I write the last scene. That 
way, Idon’t have to throw away as much stuff. [know 
where I’m eventually going to end up, and that way, 
when I come to do the beginning part of the book, I 
can make it match the end. 

AE: What effect do the people around you have on your 
writing? 

Nelson: They have an enormous influence. [havea little 
group that meets every Thursday, and nearly ev- 
erything that! do, of asubstantial nature, goes through 
this group, and I really take seriously the things they 
say, and nearly always respond to every criticism, 
usually by doing what they say! Nearly everything I 
have ever written has arisen, more or less, out of a 
conversation I’ve had; some idea just plops out on the 
table while I’m talking to people, and I say, Hey! That 
might make a good book! (laughs) 

AE: A large part of your writing has been mystery and 
detective fiction. Your most recent book, Dogheaded 
Death, is a mystery set in ancient Egypt. What is the 
attraction, for you, of mystery writing, as opposed to 
other genres? 

Nelson: I find that the mystery plot is a very strong 
scaffolding on which to build things, and once you 
have that strong a scaffolding in place, you can do all 
sorts of things in the way of characterization and 
theme, even working in philosophical themes which 
otherwise would be too heavyweight for the mass 
audience. I’m very fond of any kind of plot structure 
that is strong and sturdy and can stand up under a lot 
of punishment. (Laughs) And to my mind, the two 
great scaffoldings are the quest plot and the mystery. 
If you have a good quest plot — somebody looking for 
something — you can’t go very far wrong. Or a mys- 
tery plot, with somebody solving a puzzle... 

AE: So a book like The Maltese Falcon... 

Nelson: Oh, that’s my favorite book of all time. 

AE: Are you working on anything right now that you're 
at liberty to discuss? That you'd care to talk about. 

Nelson: I'm doing a science fiction book and a murder 
mystery. The science fiction book is called Tokyo 
2020, and its about a near future society in which the 
present super powers have broken down, like Russia’s 
breaking down now. The United States, in my sce- 
nario, has followed suit. A new conglomerate of 
nations called Amerasia, consisting of the Pacific 
Rim countries — Japan, California, Washington, Or- 

Continued on Page 51 


Richard Chaves 


by Jon L. Herron 


We were indeed fortunate to get this exclu- § 
sive interview with Richard Chaves, who § 
starred as Lt. Col. Paul Ironhorse in the # 
television series War of the Worlds. Richard © 
also starred with Amold Schwartzeneggerin 7 
the 1987 movie Predator. He has made nu- 
merous television appearances on L. A. Law, ~ 
MacGyver, Miami Vice, & Hill Street Blues, 
to name but a few. His film roles are always 
excellent and well worth the ticket price. He 


has been in such diverse films as Cease Fire, Witness, Dear America: Letters 
Home from Vietnam as well as the great science fiction/action/horror film 


Predator. 


We conducted this interview at TimeCon ’90, in San Jose, California, 
between Richard’s many panels and autograph sessions. Richard is very 
friendly and easy to get to know. The following are excerpts from our rather 


lengthy interview. 


AE: Richard, its nice to see you again. I know you’ve 
been pretty busy and I’m glad youhad afew moments 
to spend with us. 

Chaves: It’s good seeing you again, too. I think the last 
time was at EclectiCon. First I’d like to thank all my 
fans for their support and say that everybody has been 
very kind. I’m happy to be back in San Jose at 
TimeCon and hope they invite me back again next 
year. It’s a great Con. 

AE: 1 know you don’t have a lot of time, so I'll try to be 
brief. Of course, we want to talk about War of the 
Worlds and why you feel it went off the air. I know, 
the last time we talked, you mentioned what you felt 
were the reasons for the show being cancelled. 

Chaves: Well, first I think they made a mistake in 
changing the concept of the show to a dark show. It 
was, I think, a bad choice, but a choice which was 
Frank Mancuso Jr’s to make. I’m sure that he would 
agree with me, at this point in the junction anyway, 
since the show’s been cancelled, that there was a 
mistake made, that the direction of the show should 
have never gone to a dark motif. Even when I was 
doing the final episode, he came up and talked with 
me and said he was unsure about his decision at that 
point and he was unsure about the direction the show 
had taken. I know that even when filming the first 
episode of the season, he was concerned about the 
show being in jeopardy because of the decision he had 
made. Subsequently, that was confirmed . .. it wasa 
wrong decision and he felt he should never have done 


that. The only thing that I regret is that it had to 
happen to a show like War of the Worlds, one of the 
great sci-fi stories in the history of science fiction. 
We're talking about . .. Orson Wells was affected by 
H. G. Well’s novel. And millions of people all over 
America whoheard his famous radio broadcast. We're 
talking, Paramount was affected by the novel and so 
many people there. It had an illustrious and wonder- 
ful foundation and that’s the way I always looked at 
the show, going into the show, was the history of all 
the great people, you know an Academy Award 
winning movie. Not only was it good science fiction, 
but it was one of the first great special effects jobs in 
the history of film. It’s special effects were so ahead 
of theirtime .. .[wouldcompare ita little bit to Total 
Recall in regards to its special effects. There were 
special effects in Total Recal] that have taken effects 
on to another level. Anyway, it’s a shame that Para- 
mount would take a show that was such a success in 
its first season ... we were in the top ten, and then 
change the concept and not devote more time and 
money and take it more seriously. Science fiction is 
at the top of its popularity now. I guarantee that we 
would have been the number one syndicated show, if 
things had been left the way they were in the first 
year. We would have even beat Star Trek, The Next 
Generation. It was asad moment, for me, when I took 
that uniform off for the last time. In retrospect, I’m 
happy and elated with the first year and that’s some- 


Continued on page 36 
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Writers Corner 


Stories vs. Tales: 
Some Facts About Fiction 


by Ray Faraday Nelson 


Science-Fiction, fantasy, and horror fiction greatly re- 
semble other forms of fiction, but in two important 
respects these genres diverge so sharply, I often think 
they deserve a different name. Let's say realistic writers 
produce stories, as in news stories, love stories, and 
adventure stories, while unrealistic writers produce 
tales, as in fairy tales, weird tales, and tall tales. 

The story teller shows us real places inhabited by 
real people, or imaginary places and people intended to 
represent real places and people. The tale teller shows 
us, to a greater or lesser degree, places that never were 
and never will be, places like Fairyland, other planets, 
other dimensions and the world of the future. The tale 
teller populates these places, toa greateror lesser degree, 
with characters who never were and never will be, like 
space aliens, vampires, elves and humanoid robots. The 
story teller tries to give at least the illusion of being true 
to life, as the reader has experienced it. The tale teller 
tries to diverge from life, as the reader knows it, aiming 
not at truth, but at inner consistency. A failure to grasp 
this difference has caused not only beginning writers, 
but established story-telling writers, to fail as tale tell- 
ers. 

Not all tales, moreover, are equally distant from 
reality, and the wise tale teller determines how far out 
to go before beginning a first line, then sticks to that 
distance to the tale’s end. A slip from one distance to 
another registers with the experienced reader as a fault, 
or even a change of genres, and tales fans are the most 
vocal readers around. If you displease them, they'll tell 
you, loud and clear, and they'll also tell your editor. 

A tale of the first kind unfolds on the border be- 
tween reality and imagination, where everything is 
seemingly normal. At first you might think you were 
reading a story instead of a tale, but then things start to 
get odd. This is the world we know, yes, but hidden 
within it, like a secret subculture, is the Otherworld. 
Perhaps it is a vampire society, as in the books of Anne 
Rice and Chelsea Quinn Yarbro. Perhaps it is a space 
alien society, as in my They Live. In all its infinite 
variations, the tale of the first kind says the same thing: 
life is not what it seems. 

A tale of the second kind remains in the universe we 
know, but moves from the present into the future or into 
some past before the dawn of history. We may voyage 
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with H. G. Wells or Poul Anderson to the distant future 
to witness the extinction of humanity orthe death of the 
Sun, or we may sail backward in time with Robert E. 
Howard and Clark Ashton Smith to observe the sinking 
of Atlantis and the dawn of civilization, or we may join 
Jack London among the ancient cave dweller of Before 
Adam. Werarely lose sight completely of Mother Earth, 
though she may be only a memory or a distorted myth. 

A tale of the third kind tiptoes one more step away 
from reality, staying, for the most part, on Planet Earth, 
but moving into the realm of the might-have-been, the 
realm of alternate history where we can explore with 
Phillip K. Dick what might have happened if we had lost 
World War 2, or take a Timequest with me to a Twen- 
tieth Century where Jesus Christ had never been bom, 
the dinosaurs had never died or the Spanish had never 
conquered the Aztecs. 

A tale of the fourth kind reveals in some secluded 
comer of our world, some unexplored and wonderful 
setting foradventure, such as Tarzan’s Africa, the gothics’ 
castle, or the Land of Oz. When we deliberately contra- 
dict the known facts about our world, then we can be 
sure we are “not in Kansas anymore.” 

A tale of the fifth kind may start in the world we 
know, but soon we pass altogether over the borderline 
and leave familiar things far behind, passing through 
some gateway to Fairyland, a totally alien planet, an- 
other dimension, a magical or superscientific universe 
“long, long ago and far, far away” where whole galaxies 
erupt into Star Wars we've never even dreamed of. As 
often as not, a tale of the fifth kind begins and ends in the 
Otherworld, and Mother Earth is never even mentioned. 

A tale of the sixth kind bids farewell not only to 
Mother Earth and the known universe, but to the 
relative rationality of all objective universes, perhaps to 
waking consciousness itself. With H. P. Lovecraft we 
embark on a dream-quest for Unknown Kadath, or 
plunge with L. Ron Hubbard into the bottomless pit of 
Fear, or flee a giggling Freddy down a nightmare on Elm 
Street. Anything can happen, and the worse the better. 

A tale of the seventh kink is the disjointed ravings 
of a lunatic, and beyond it lies only silence. 

As you see, fora tale-teller the term “setting” takes 
on a meaning far beyond what it means to the mere 
story-teller. For the story-teller the setting is only back- 


ground. For the tale-teller, that background is in the 
foreground. Everything else, from plot to characters to 
stylc, grows out of the setting and is determined by the 
setting. Don’t tell too much too soon about the setting, 
or you may find yourself with no tale left to tell halfway 
through. 

Each setting fits in a certain kind of tale, and each 
character fits uniquely into a certain kind of setting, but 
in a tale, a question often arises about a character the 


story-teller wouldn’t think of asking, the question of 
powers. Characters in tales may lack childhoods, even 
mothers and fathers, perhaps even clearly defined indi- 
vidual personalities. That’s not what we want to know 
about them. Above all else we want to know what they 
can and can not do in the way of magic or superscience. 
In stories nobody is superhuman. In tales anyone may 
be! And someone usually is. Q 


Checklist of Fiction Faults (And What to Do About Them) 


by Ray Faraday Nelson 


In the beginning I do not like: 

e¢ premature flashbacks. Suggestion: Don’t tell 
me about the past until I am worried about the 
present. 

e Action or dialogue in a vacuum. Suggestion: 
In the opening paragraphs unobtrusively tell 
me where we are. Whether indoors or out- 
doors, the location of people and important 
objects, particularly doorways, windows, 
stairways, furniture which will be used, im- 
portant props, etc.,and most vital of all, how 
the scene is lit. 

e Characters I can’t visualize. Suggestion: Im- 
mediately after each character’s entrance, 
begin telling me his or her age, sex, social 
class, major mannerisms, race, physical type, 
ect., feeding me everything in little bits, not 
all at once. And make sure I know, at least in 
a general way, how the character is dressed. 

e Narration in the present tense. Suggestion: 
Though some modern writers use it, they pay 
for it in obtrusiveness. Stick to the simple 
tense unless you have a very good reason not 
to. 

In the middle I do not like: 

e Aninconsistent emotional tone. Suggestion: 
If you have begun in a comic mood, continue 
in a comic mood. If in a fearful mood, grow 
more fearful; if in a tragic, remain tragic. A 
touch of contrasting emotion is all you can 
allow yourself, never a total change of tone. 

e Missed opportunities. Suggestion: Make good 
on every implied promise you have made the 
reader, and let the big scenes take place on 
stage, not offstage or after the story ends. 

e Showers of trivia. Suggestion: Determine the 
point of the story, then ruthlessly cut what is 
not relevant. 

At the end I do not like: 

¢ The “Little Nemo” ending, in which it tums 

out” it was all a dream.” Suggestion: The 


reader has been kind enough to suspend dis- 
belief. Don’t tell him he needn’t have both- 
ered. 

e¢ The “Paper Tiger” ending, in which we leam 
“it was all a misunderstanding,” “he wasn’t 
really murdered,” ect. Suggestion: Surprise me 
by giving me more than I expect, not less. 

e An unresolved ending. Suggestion: Tell me 
frankly if your protagonist wins or loses or 
draws, or what the solution is to your puzzles 
or mysteries, if any. 

e A protagonist who ends in apathy, suicide, or 
insanity. Suggestion: There are so many ways 
someone can solve his problems there’s no 
excuse for these arty cliche non-solutions. 

e A false surprise ending produced by unfairly 
withholding information. Suggestion: Early 
in the story, plant enough information so a 
few really alert readers may guess the ending, 
and the others will kick themselves for not 
guessing it. 

Throughout I do not like: 

e A passive protagonist who is, at best, a spec- 
tator and, at worst, a professional victim. 
Suggestion: Select someone more suitable to 
be the protagonist, or give your present pro- 
tagonist some spunk. 

¢ Characters who lack motivation. Suggestion: 
Allow no major characters who don’t want 
something, and struggle to get it. 

e Characters whoall talk alike. Suggestion: Let 
dialogue reflect differences in age, sex, social 
class, nationality, and background, plus spe- 
cial individual turns of speech. Let vocabu- 
lary reflect profession and educational level. 

e Scenes that are thin and unconvincing. Sug- 
gestion: Make sure you are reporting most or 
all of the five senses, even if you have to use 
a checklist. 

Continued on the following page 
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e Cliches. Suggestion: Read aloud to one or 
more writers or critical readers and let them 
help you prune these away, but don’t forget 
that there are rare occasions when only a 
cliche will do. 

¢ Overuse of any form-too many adjectives, too 
many adverbs, too many metaphors or simi- 
les, too many forms of the verb “be .” Too 
many phrases in the passive voice, too many 
proper names, too many repeated words. 
Suggestion: Set a norm of simple sentences- 
subject, verb and object-and use other gram- 
matical forms and more complex 
constructions to produce calculated effects, 
not just for variety. Study grammar and 
rhetoric from old Victorian schoolbooks and 
practice building sentences the way a musi- 
cian practices scales and arpeggios. 

e A viewpoint that floats aimlessly through 
space or from head to head. Suggestion: 
Normally within a given scene, select one 
head and stay in it, telling us nothing that 
cannot be thought, seen, or sensed by that 
one person. 

¢ Too much unbroken narrative. Suggestion: 
Write more dialogue with stage business and 
less telling. Regard with suspicion any page 
totally lacking in quotation marks. 

¢ Pointlessness. Suggestion: Determine for 
yourself what central theme you will use and 
write it out in a single sentence. Do not 
include this sentence in your story, but use it 
as a guide in a comprehensive rewrite in 
which not one sentence remains unchanged, 

e¢ Anantagonist who isa pushover. Suggestion: 
Make your protagonist’s opposition seem, at 


Letters .. . continued from page 4 


Dear Jon, 
lenjoyed AE #1. You packed a lot of information and 

entertainment into it. I agree it’s more than a newslet- 
ter. Good luck in this and other projects. Will mention 
#1 in Flea Market. 

Janet Fox 

Scavenger’s Newsletter 

Osage City, KS 


Dear Mr. Herron: 

Many thanks for Amazing Experiences! | think 
you've made a fine beginning — and any suggestions I 
might have are already anticipated in your letter. The 
headings, in particular, will add a great deal, I think. 

Enjoyed the contents, beginning with the Silverberg 
story. Wish I was free to do short fiction, but fornow and 
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first, overwhelming. Even at the end, I want 
to feel I’ve watched a fair fight. 

¢ Obtrusive substitutes for “said.” Suggestion: 
Often it can be made obvious from context 
who is speaking, particularly where only two 
characters are on stage. Then no “said” forms 
are needed. In other cases “said” can be badly 
repeated a lot before it becomes obnoxious. 

e An unconvincing setting. Suggestion: 
Through research or invention, create a 
“backdrop” that is detailed, authentic, con- 
sistent and clearly visualized, even if you 
must draw a lot of maps, charts, floorplans, 
costume sketches, family trees, ect., and write 
several long essays for your own eyes only. 

e An unconvincing chronology. Suggestion: 
Plan your action in a diary, datebook or 
calendar, or in a dated cardfile. (Cardfiles are 
more easily changed in the plotting process.) 

e Aimless digressions. Suggestion: Make a de- 
tailed plot synopsis before you write page 
one. Work out the most of the “bugs” in the 
planning stage, but leave yourself a little 
room for improvisation. Datedness. Sugges- 
tion: Read what others are writing in your 
genre and outside it. Steal their tricks shame- 
lessly, and don’t worry about ruining your 
originality. No writer can write exactly like 
another writer. 

e¢ General amateurishness. Suggestion: Join a 
group of writers who meet regularly to read 
aloudand discuss works in progress. Write for 
nonpaying markets, listening to what feed- 
back you get. Imitate the work of some fa- 
mous writer you admire. Practice, practice, 
practice! Q 


the coming yearI must get out some book length works. 
May you have every success! 

Robert Bloch 

Los Angeles, CA 
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To Kill a Mockingbird . . . Or Just About Anything, 
A Thousand and One Ways to Use Poison 


by ElizaBeth A. Gilligan 
(a.k.a. “The Poison Pen”) 


A cautionary note to readers: This article was written, 
tongue-in-cheek, strictly for the purpose of reference 
material for other writers. It is inadvisable to experi- 
ment or attempt to employ these methods in any form. 
Poison is a most serious subject. The use of techniques 
or mentioned in this article is not endorsed by the author 
or the magazine for any purpose other than the strictly 
fictional. If you want more details than are supplied in 
this article, please use reference materials easily located 
in your local bookstore or library! 

To the contemplative person, poisoning is an art 
form, . . .a delicacy of anticipation for the morbid. With 
poison, thereis no hot-blooded brutish bashing of skulls, 
but a cool, calculating logic not unlike a deadly game if 
chess. It’ll all a matter of . . . style. 

Now just about any thick-headed blue-beard is 


capable of dumping strychnine into a cup and congratu- ° 


lating himself on having successfully poisoned some- 
one, but it takes a person with a little more ingenuity to 
think of putting very finely ground glass in a salt shaker, 
or modifying someone’s regular medication to a lethal 
dose or to slowly poison them over a period of time. 
Anything can be tumed into a lethal toxin — slow or 
fast — obvious and not so obvious. 

The successful murder/murderess should be some- 
one least expected. It’s easy to imagine some wild 
character like Simon Legree (or Diaspad — a villainess 
from The Green Lion Trilogy by Teresa Edgerton) using 
poison as their tool. Indeed, should you have a character 
with such anature, it can be used to the advantage of the 
murderer/murderess who might actually be the sweet- 
faced hostess serving your dinner, or the kindly family 
doctor, or . ..asyoupick your poison, soshould you pick 
your “Poisoner.” 

There are tow basic methods of poisoning. As au- 
thor, and therefore, the poisoner, you must either intro- 
duce the toxin through the digestive system, or by use of 
force or trickery — fair means (but usually foul) — get 
the toxin into the victim’s blood stream and vital 
organs. I’ve prepared a short list of possibilities. Just a 
little something to get you started. (Note: you may 
recognize some of these techniques from movies, pre- 
cious research or reading materials.) 

1. Ground glass in a salt shaker/cellar or sugar bowl. 
The glass perforates the stomach lining and intestinal 
tract and creates irreversible peritonitis in the victim. 
Without due care and prior planning, this method is 
potentially hazardous to unintended victims. 


2. Manipulating medicating. Medication does not 
always have to be regularly taken to be effective. If you 
know that a person uses a particular medication even 
periodically, it’s subject to tampering. Depending on the 
medication, you can increase or decrease the strength of 
the medication, put a tasteless poison in it, mix it with 
a medication or food to cause a fatal reaction. 

3. Use an inhalant: herbs tossed casually onto a fire, 
mixed intoa pipe smoker’s personal tobacco, into the oil 
in a lantern, an asthmatic’s inhaler, or combined with a 
perfume 

4. Application of the toxin toan item that the victim 
would then either ingest or press their lips against (and 
later lick their lips to ingest). The Borgia’s used a 
statuette of their father, the reigning Pope at the time. 
The statuette was placed in the front salon. It was 
customary that as a guest entered the house, he or she 
would kiss the figurine on the lips. Just before each kiss, 
the Borgia’s wiped the lips, supposedly to clean it. If, 
however, the visitor was in disfavor with the Borgia’s 
the statuette’s lips would be one side of a knife blade, 
cutting into a cake of cheese, turning the blade over, so 
that the poisoned side rested against the already poi- 
soned edge before cutting again. With this technique, 
she successfully poisoned both sides of they wedge of 
cheese, leaving the rest of the cheese perfectly edible, 
permitting her to partake of the food without arousing 
suspicion... Yet another method, how many of you 
have licked your fingertip, and then used it to tum the 
pages of the magazine from the upper right hand comer? 

4. Cook poisonous mushrooms, cut finely to dis- 
guise them from regular mushrooms, ina “special dish” 
for a guest. 

5. Powdered herbs, medicinals, poisons sucked into 
a ventilation system, or blown into the face of the 
intended victim (courtesy of the resourceful Lord 
Skelbrooke — from the new Goblin Moon series — and 
his creator, Teresa Edgerton). 

6. Introduce the intended to a known allergen or 
poisonous creature, preferably in a situation where 
neither can escape. 


“What A Way to Go... or on a Final Note” 


If you're worried about detection of the poison, then 
to be successful, you must: 1) Know your victim — 
personal habits, health problems, food preferences, ex- 
ercise regimens, etc.; 2) Find a method that will adapt to 
the person’s lifestyle in such a way that it is implied that 
the lifestyle or an accident created the death. Q 
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Scientific Scene: 


The Threat From Sexy Hamsters 


by Mary & Stephen Mitchell 


Scientists have been telling us for years that smoking is 
hazardous to our health. No problem. I don’t smoke. 

Scientists have also informed us that coffee is haz- 
ardous to our health. No problem. I drink tea. 

Scientists are now telling us that sex is hazardous to 
our health. Now I have a problem. 

When the Canadians did the initial sex research 
with Canadian rats. I wasn’t worried. These were for- 
eign rats and as an American ina different environment 
I felt relatively safe. Now we have American scientists 
researching the hazards of sex with American hamsters. 

According to a recent study conducted by the Na- 
tional Institute of Mental Health, when male golden 
hamsters were allowed to have to much sex, their 
immune systems were greatly weakened. What is really 
shocking is that among copulating males, those who 
mated just once showed signs of impaired immunity to 
disease. The implications of this study are clear sex, 
even in moderation, is hazardous to your health. 

We all know what's coming next. 

There is no doubt in my mind that the same people 
who have fought for motorcycle helmet laws, manda- 
tory seat belt laws, and no smoking laws will start a 
campaign to restrict the sexual activities of all of us. 
Laws will be placed on the books for our own good. 

We will be subjected to public service an- 
nouncements that graphically depict that “This is your 
body ... And this is your body having sex.” 

Now is the time to speak out before the surgeon 
general insists that we have tattoos on the relevant parts 
of our anatomies stating that sex can be hazardous to 
one’s health. 

First apleatothe animal rights activists everywhere: 
Rise up and support the poor hamsters who are being 
forced to have sex in the interests of science. If we 
consider the fact that this research will produce no 
tangible benefits like a new wrinkle cream or eye 
shadow, can we in good conscience allow such research 
to continue? 

But far more than animal rights are involved here. 
It’s a question of our constitutional rights. 

The First Amendment for example, sex is certainly 
under the domain of freedom of expression. When we 
have sex we are expressing our love for another. Orat the 
very least our “like” for another. Is not freedom of 
expression the very foundation of the First Amend- 
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ment? And if that is not enough what about freedom of 
assembly? Certainly having sex requires at least two 
people to assemble. 

Freedom of choice is another important concept 
involved here. The fundamental question is whether 
nonparticipants are harmed by the sexual act. 

Unlike smoking there is no second hand sex. One 
has to fully participate in order to derive any harm. 
While sex may be hazardous it is not something that 
effects innocent people, as with alcohol. If one is having 
sex in the privacy of one’s own home, and goes out and 
drives an automobiles shortly afterward, not much is 
likely to happen. 

The only time that having sex might be a problem 
for someone else is when the sexual act is taking place 
in an apartment with thin walls. However! would argue 
that this problem could be solved through stricter en- 
forcement of noise abatement laws without infringing 
on First Amendment rights. WhileI support the people’s 
right to choose to have sex, I also feel compelled to 
support a person’s right not to know about it. 

The concept of a “healthy sex life” is now a contra- 
diction in terms. Well, call mea daredevil. Cal] me arisk 
taker. Call me a person who is not afraid to march into 
the bedroom and straight into the face of danger. 

All that I ask is that Ibe allowed the freedom totake 
that risk. So come on America stand up and be counted. 
Let us defend the rights of all Americans to have a cup 
of coffee some sex and possibly, for those who choose to 
do so, a cigarette afterward. Q 


1. SCHOFIELD 99 


Laura Schofield 
(415) 458-6183 


Short Shots: 


| Goddess 


by Ray Faraday Nelson 


The pillar of smoke rose from the northem horizon like 
a black palm tree against the pre-dawn sky, slender 
through the trunk, branching and spreading at the top, 
leaning slightly toward the east. In the stillness even the 
wind held its breath. 

“They have come,” murmured a gruff, well-loved 
voice behind me. 

“Yes,” I whispered. 

The Roman Legions had crossed the middle sea and 
come tothe rocky coast of Mauri, as my dreams had told 
me they would, as the entrails of the animal sacrifice had 
foretold, as the flight of the geese and the shape of the 
clouds had prophesied. 

The Roman Legion had put Tingis to the torch: 
Tingis with its two blue harbors, its proud breakwaters, 
its white windowless walls along narrow windingstreets, 
Tingis with its secluded garden courtyards where I had 
studied as a girl, student of Polydorus, that fussy old 
Greek slave who fancied himself a philosopher. Tingis 
burned well; too much wood and not enough marble. 

I and my prince consort, Battu stood atop a high 
sheer cliff and watched the tree of smoke as the stars 
faded, the sky brightened, and the long narrow canyon 
at our feet turned from grey to mottled brown. 

I, the woman Asheeda, gaunt, dark, nolonger young, 
whose ancestors ruled these mountains before the world 
flood, when humans and animals spoke the same lan- 
guage. 

I, the queen Kaluwa, who walk among my people 
like a commoner, but whom no one disobeys. 

I, the land Maure, whose rocks and trees and snow- 
capped peaks talk through me with a human voice. 

I, the Goddess whose name must not be spoken 
aloud, for my name opens gates to another world, and 
what comes through those gates is beyond human 
control. 

I, four spirits in one body, stood far back inside my 
head and looked out through the goddess, the land, the 
queen and the gaunt woman at the distant tree of smoke. 

“What shall we do, wise woman?” Battu asked 
softly. 

“First we shall wait. Perhaps the Romans will not 
come inland.” 

“Perhaps.” 

But we both knew the prophesies said otherwise. 
For once the prophesies had been clear, only too clear. 


The words had come in one of my trances, months ago. 
“The warriors of the eagle will penetrate deep into this 
land, and there they will abide.” 

I turned my gaze upon my dear old Battu, memoriz- 
ing his craggy, weathered face, his greying beard and 
balding head, his still-powerful body under his lion skin 
cloak. I wanted to be able always, to see him free and 
proud in my mind, no matter what our lives might 
become. 

We walked back to the village without speaking. 
The villagers were sullen, as if hiding a great anger. I 
could feel resentful eyes tured toward me from every 
direction; each mud hut contained within its darkened 
doorway a half-hidden, fur clad figure. 

“Battu, why do they hate me?” I whispered. 

“They see the smoke. They know what it means.” 

“But I did not bring the Romans here.” 

“No?” His voice held just a hint of irony. 

“Battu! What do you mean?” 

“You and I, we have lived in the outside world. We 
do not see things quite as they do, but use your imagina- 
tion, wise woman. Remember how it is to be them. 
Remember how they must feel now that you have 
stopped the sacrifices.” 

I nodded slowly. Yes, I had stopped the sacrifices, 
the ritual murder of firstbom children, burned at the 
stake to honor me, to make our zilphion crops grow, our 
mountain wheat and oats. A change of season would no 
longer be greeted with the screams of those innocent 
victims, too young to know the meaning of their pain, 
the screams that had echoed in these canyons since the 
days when dragons walked the earth. 

And the people had waited, waited for the disaster 
they knew would cometo punish me, for even a goddess 
must obey the ancient laws. 

Now my punishment had come. 

The Romans. 

Battu said quietly, “You must recommence the 
sacrifices.” 

“No!” I answered sharply, before he had finished. 

“Who speaks to me now? The woman? The queen? 
The land? The goddess? Or is it the Greek, the old fool 
Polydorus who taught you his alien outlander philoso- 
phy? For if the aliens have conquered your mind, then 
they must sooner or later claim your throne as well. 
Recommence the sacrifices!” 


Continued an the following page 
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“No. Those poor babes. . .” 

“Poor? We do them great honor! Only the firstborn 
of the highest families. . .” 

“I tell you no, and I am the Goddess.” 

“Are you? Does the Mother of Death still live 
within you, the lioness who kept off the Egyptians, the 
Carthaginians, Alexander? The demoness who kept us 
free in a world of slaves since before the stars were born? 
Oris it the Greek who lives within you, the Greek who 
lived a slave when he could have died free? Are you 
really the Goddess if you have learned to be a slave?” 

I stared at him a long time while the people stared 
at me. At last I said, “I have not learned slavery. I have 
learned something, yes, but not slavery. Mercy, per- 
haps.” 

“It’s the same thing.” 

“You may go, Battu.” 

He bowed deeply, retreated a few steps, then turned 
and strode away. 

Shortly before noon the talking drums relayed a 
message from the coast. The Romans were marching 
inland. I summoned Battu to my hut. 

“Tell me something, Battu. You have served as an 
auxiliary in the Roman Legions. You know their ways. 
How do they travel?” 

“In the morning they break camp, packing every- 
thing, even their wooden palisade. In the brightness of 
the day they march in formation, sending scouts on 
horseback ahead, bringing their supplies along behind. 
In the late afternoon they make camp, not a camp as we 
know it, but asmall walled city with a dry moat, always 
laid out with right-angled streets according to the same 
plan.” 

“When are they vulnerable to attack?” 

“Never.” 

“Never? Comenow, Battu!” Istudied his unsmiling 
face, then continued. “What would you advise?” 

“Recommence the sacrifices.” 

With effort I maintained my calm. “I asked you for 
military advice.” 

“This is military advice. If you recommence the 
sacrifices the tribes will follow you and we will defeat 
the invaders, though at great cost. If you do not recom- 
mence the sacrifices, no one will follow you and Maure 
will fall.” 

“No one will follow me?” 

“I will follow you, my queen, my wife. I will follow 
you, though we march into oblivion.” 

I sat back on the rude wooden chair that was my 
throne, though cruder than the chairs of the lowest 
houseboy in Tingis. I closed my eyes and waited for the 
inspiration that always came. Battu waited too, calm, 
fearless, ready for his own death, equally ready for the 
death of the entire Mauri nation. 
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At last I said, “Follow me tothe Roman camp. I will 
talk to their commander.” 

“As you wish, my queen.” 

He bowed out of the hut. 

We rode all afternoon, following the high trails 
along the crests of the mountains, the trails only the 
Mauri tribes know. Shortly before sundown we came in 
sight of the Roman camp and descended into the valley. 
Near some roaring river rapids a squad of Roman horse- 
men in full armor galloped to intercept us. 

Battu dismounted, raised his palms to show himself 
unarmed, and said in perfect Greek, “We come in 
peace.” 

The squad leader looked down at him in some 
surprise, saying, “Well spoken, barbarian. And what is 
your mission?” 

“We bring a message from Queen Kaluwa, ruler of 
the Mauri tribes.” 

I could not help but compare the tall sleek Roman 
horses with our scraggly short-legged mounts. The 
Roman steeds were beautiful, but on a high mountain 
path would they be as surefooted as ours? 

“We will pass on your message,” said the Roman. 

“It is for the ears of your commander and his alone.” 

The Roman consulted with some of his comrades in 
a low voice, then barked, “Follow me!” 

Battu remounted and in the last red rays of the dying 
sun we rode through the wooden gates of their hastily- 
constructed fort and on into the very heart of their city 
of tents. 

We left our horses with one of the commander’s 
personal slaves and followed the soldier to the flap of a 
large, well made tent. 

There he'exchanged a straight-armed salute and a 
few gruff words of Latin with the guards before beckon- 
ing us. 

“Centurion Gaius Antonius will grant you audi- 
ence, but make it brief. The centurion is a busy man.” 

He ushered us inside. 

A clean shaven muscular white-haired man in tu- 
nic, cloak, shortsword and sandals sat on a three legged 
stool at a makeshift table studying a map by the light of 
a bronze oil lamp. Battu bowed low as the officer looked 
up from his work. 

“Well?” Prompted Centurion Gaius Antonius. 

“T bring greetings from Queen Kaluwa of Mauri,” 
Battu announced in his most formal diplomatic tone. 

I could tell from the commander's expression that 
once again Battu’s Greek had created a favorable impres- 
sion. 

“I have heard the name. Tell her, inthe name of the 
Senate and people of Rome, that I return her greeting.” 


Gaius smiled faintly. 
Continued on Page 29 
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The afternoon lasted an eternity, or perhaps time just 
passed more slowly on the battlefield. All the sounds 
were a dull roar in Daniel’s ears. He no longer heard the 
monotonous clash of metal, the redundant screams 
of dying men, the confused cries of wounded horses. 
Daniel fought mechanically, keeping his face passively 
grim. He flicked blood and sweat out of his eyes. Once 
he let himself believe how exhausted he was, he knew 
he would meet Death very swiftly. 

By now, his sword had become only a dull notched 
edge from hacking through leather, chain-mail, and 
bone. He had at last become accustomed to using a 
blade, but found it to be little different from the sicklehe 
had used during all his years of hard peasant labor. The 
battlefield differed little from a wheat harvest . . .except 
that the wheat stalks never fought back. 

Beside him, one of his comrades fell tothe mud with 
a mortal wound to the throat. 

“For Lancaster!” The victorious enemy soldier raised 
his sword in triumph, and Daniel thrust into the open- 
ing, sinking the tip of his own blade home. 

“And that one’s for York,” he muttered softly, 
withdrawing his blade and letting the enemy fall. 

At least Danie] thought they were fighting for York 
this week-his Lord Braxton had changed sides often 
enough to make a bumblebee dizzy. Braxton believed 
that the safest course lay in switching allegiance each 
time the tides of England’s civil war changed. The higher 
politics of the war didn’t matter much to Daniel, since 
neither outcome would change his life. 

Daniel looked tothe Lord sitting astride his gray and 
white horse, keeping neatly on the fringes of the battle. 
On Braxton’s shield, he could see the white rose of York 
boldly standing out. The shield had been repainted so 
often however, that the old paint had begun to peel, 
revealing chips of the red rose of Lancaster beneath. The 
white rose looked flecked with blood. Daniel knew 
Braxton would never come close enough to the battle to 
let real blood spatter his shield. But the Lord paid him his 
livery, so Daniel did as the man commanded. And in 
Braxton’s service, Daniel found a better life than work- 
ing on his family’s small patches of marshy farmland 
three days a week, then working on Braxton’s demesne 
the rest of the time. Once he had swunga sickle cutting 
the wheat after it had dried in the sun, but Braxton 
needed more fighting men, and now Daniel swung a 
sword instead. 


Above him, looming over the battlefield, gray clouds 
strangled the sky. In the minstrels tales which Danicl 
enjoyed so much, he had heard that the skies were 
sunnier over distant lands like Rome, but he knew only 
England with its rain, its toils and its wars. The field on 
which they fought was muddy, moistened by clotting 
blood and chumed by stomping feet. A wheat field, 
recently reaped with broken shafts of straw standing 
skeletal and alone until trampled by charging warriors. 
A dark line of forest surrounded most of the field, setting 
it off as a fighting arena. 

Braxton fed his men well, gave them shelter, and 
even allowed them a certain amount of freedom. Daniel 
had companions too, he called them friends, but did not 
think of them as such. They considered him moody, and 
would never know what he thought of them. Although 
he did enjoy a good joke or good wine, Daniel had learned 
the virtues of keeping to himself, keeping quiet, and 
thinking about things that interested him, but rarely 
concemed the others. Sometimes he felt barricaded 
within a self-built wall thicker than the stones of 
Braxton’s castle. Since last winter's fever-death of his 
younger brother Jack, Daniel found it safer to live 
without friends. 

Work never ended, whether it be farming or fight- 
ing, unless one had somehow managed to receive God’s 
blessing and emerge into the world through a 
noblewoman’s womb. The plodding battle continued. 
Daniel defended himself against, another soldier far 
inferior in fighting skill, and found time to look for Artis, 
the minstrel. 

The thin minstrel seemed small and weak on the 
battlefield, but he fought doggedly against a man much 
larger than himself. Artis’ opponent didn’t appear to be 
much of afighter either. Perhapsa cook forthe Lancaster 
army by the clumsy way he handled his sword. 

Daniel liked Artis, though he never admitted as 
much to the minstrel or even himself. Artis had often 
entertained Braxton’s men on the eves of battles such as 
this one, singing them songs of distant lands, wondrous 
places, and exotic legends. Before, Daniel never troubled 
himself with imagining what lay beyond the storm gray 
ocean, or what had taken place in the world before his 
own birth. Artis had touched off a spark of imagination 
in him, opening up a small release from his dismal life's 
mt Continued an the following page 
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While the other fighters laughed and talked and 
slopped food into their mouths, Daniel had-more often 
than not simply listened to the minstrel’s songs. Then 
Artis’ eyes would catch his own and Daniel would 
quickly look for more wine or suddenly remembera joke 
that he needed to tell the others. Out of the comer of his 
eye, Daniel sometime saw Artis smile to himself as he 
continued playing. 

The minstrel sang songs to rouse their spirits as the 
men sat around the fires in the courtyard, watching 
plumes of white breath rise from mouths warm with 
wine. Artis had sung songs not two weeks before Queen 
Margaret had bravely driven away the would-be usurper 
Richard of York; but now, since Braxton had changed 
sides again, the songs told of how only Richard of York 
would free them from the insane King Henry VI. 

During one of the war songs someone had asked 
Artis how he had gotten his first-hand knowledge of 
great battle deeds, how a simple minstrel could ever 
know what it’s like to fight in a war. Now that he 
thought about it, Daniel should have wrung the other 
soldier’s neck, ally ornot, and soit was that the untrained 
minstrel had brought himself to the battlefield in order 
to experience the war he would later sing about. Daniel 
knew that Artis would probably never walk away from 
this battle. 

Trumpets sounded in the forest. Fresh foot-soldiers 
swarmed from the trees, accompanied by archers and 
mounted men. Reinforcements- but whose? Daniel 
squinted his eyes, saw the shields of the horsemen. 

Red roses. 

The men for Lancaster cheered, and Daniel angrily 
slashed at one of them changing the man’s triumphant 
cry into a hollow death rattle. He saw Braxton tum his 
horse and ride, leaving his warriors behind and melting 
into the dark web of the surrounding forest. Daniel 
continued tofight. Braxton hadn’t been much helptohis 
soldiers anyway. 

Heedless of all around him, Artis the minstrel 
continued to press his opponent, both of them fighting 
clumsily but determined. The big man slipped in the 
mud a little and, almost accidentally, the minstrel 
thrust his sword into the other's stomach, the cook 
screamed. 

Artis tried to withdraw his blade as the big man fell, 
but the sword was pulled from his hand. Blood poured 
from the wound, spilling over the minstrel, and Artis 
shuddered violently, sobbing. The cook screamed and 
screamed. Artis stabbed him again and again, almost 
desperately, until the man stopped crying out. Artis fell 
to his knees. 

Daniel realized he had stopped fighting as his entire 
world focused on the minstrel. He membered the first 
man he had killed. His breath ran cold in his nostrils as 
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he felt a growing empathy for the singer, somehow, 
Daniel felt that Artis would never again sing of brave 
deeds in battle, or the glory of slaying one’s foes. A part 
of Artis Daniel had known, had already died. 

Trumpets sounded again, and horsemen charged 
onto the battlefield. Many men began to flee. Lancaster 
archers rained arrows into the fray. 

Artis sat hunched over the dead cook, and Daniel 
watched the ripples of convulsions run down the 
minstrel’s shoulders as he vomited in revulsion of 
himself. Then Artis’s eyes bulged wide and white in a 
comical expression of astonishment as he stared down 
at the gleaming pointed tip of an arrow which had 
plunged through his back and sprung miraculously from 
his chest. He fell forward on top of the cook. 

Daniel stood helpless on the battlefield. His sword 
felt limp and impotent at his side and he hung his head. 
Then his eyes burst open and veins stood out on his neck 
as he yearned to scream at the beastial soldiers on the 
field. But no words came. He trust his swords into the air 
in silent challenge, but could not take his eyes off the 
fallen Artis. A horseman charged across the field, tram- 
pling the minstrel’s body without notice. Tears blinded 
Daniel’s eyes. 

He didn’t hear the pounding hooves didn’t see the 
rider coming behind him until it was too late. Out of the 
comer of his eye he saw the flicker of a blade’s glinting 
downsweep. His battle strung reflexes took over. He 
tried to leap forward, to dive away from the rider-but he 
felt the steel slice into the flesh of his neck, felt the blade 
cutting into the bone of his spine. 

And then as he fell, he felt nothing not even pain. 

Numbness... emptiness... neither hot nor cold. 
Daniel knew he wasn’t falling, though he could not feel 
the ground beneath him. His eyes remained open and 
staring. From his odd perspective on the muddy field, he 
could see the battle. 

All motion had ceased. The soldiers stood poised, 
frozen as if caught in a bizarre painting. The downsweep 
of a sword was caught in the grip of timeless air, its 
wielder’s arm petrified. Wounded men hung by a thread 
of their pain, in mid-fall, somehow ignoring the tug of 
gravity. The air itself had congealed into a surreal gray 
prism, as if even beams of light had paused on their 
headlong flight from the sun. 

The silence drummed heavily on his ears. 

He could see the horseman behind him. The horse 
with one hoof off the ground another barely touching . . . 
the enemy soldier’s blade frozen in the follow-through 
of his stroke. Droplets of blood . . . Daniel’s blood-hung 
motionless in the air like glistening red jewels. 

A tingle ran through him, as if a thunderstorm were 
coming, as if every hair on his body had stiffened. Behind 
him, he heard soft footsteps and the rustle of cloth. He 
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“Firsht rape. Then pillage. Finally bum.” At each phrase, 
Smilin’ Jack Hoyle’s finger stabbed vaguely at the air 
between us. “Thass’ the order you gotta do it in...” 

What was I doing here? Mary Kayt and Abigale, my 
so-called friends, were up at the bar, monopolizing the 
only decent-looking humanoid in the place. And I was 
here, listening to some half-drunk old reprobate pre- 
tending to be a space pirate. It was hardly worth going 
over the wall after bed check. 

“The worsht part was the slug-like Galactic Pa- 
trol.” Smilin Jack waved his hands and nearly fell out of 
the booth. He propped himself up and adjusted his eye 
patch. “Those bassards cost me thish eye. Did I tell you 
that? Slimy boogers. . .” 

I fidgeted, rubbing my lucky piece, a fossilized four- 
leaf clover from Earth. How could I squeeze out of this 
booth and get away from him? I darted a glance tothe left 
at my friends. They had gotten quite cozy with the 
fellow at the bar. They weren’t missing me at all! Of 
course, I would have to mention the whole episode to 
Father Superior at confession... but only to receive 
absolution, since I’m not the vengeful sort. 

“They’re after me now. Thass why I’m sittin’ here 
where I can shee the door. They could be anywhere. The 
slimy bass — beggin your pardon, Missy. Do mea favor. 
Take a look-see. They won't suspect you. They look like 
slugs, ... did I tell you that?” 

I decided to humor the old goat. Besides, maybe I 
could find a way out. The booth was so cramped, I had 
to shove aside several of his margarita glasses just to 
have room enough to turn around. For good measure, I 
pushed everything else to his side of the table: the larvae 
chips with its standard fare of galactoid vegetable dip, 
and the bowl of salt for his margaritas. Bracing my hands 
on the table, I leaned forward so I could peer around the 
bar. Aliens galore, but no slugs. My friends were still 
groping with the spacer. No chance of escape there. 

I tuned back to Smilin Jack, who was smiling 
lecherously down the front of my red, nylon jumpsuit. 
(I'd borrowed it from a local boutique where the owners 
didn’t have sense enough to use a decent lock. Course, 
it was only a loan since I was going to retum it when I 
got my school uniform back.} I glanced down and saw 


that the zipper had strained loose again. I glowered at my 
table companion. “There’s no slugs in the bar.” 

“Didn't think so. I've been watching the door care- 
ful-like,” he said, his eye still on my cleavage. I tried to 
tug the zipper up, but it was stuck. I guess you can’t 
expect the best fit when you don’t take the time to shop 
properly. 

Smilin Jack leaned back, enjoying the view and 
returning tohisstory. “Sothere we was .. . just off Delta 
Pavonis, and the slug-like Galactic Patrol comes flyin 
in, cuttin off our escape route, see... ” He gestured 
wildly, knocking his margarita over, sloshing it down 
my front. Ijumped, jarring the table. Over went the bow] 
of salt. Shit! Bad Luck! I took a handful of salt and tossed 
it over my left shoulder. 

There was a scream from the booth behind me. “I’m 
melting! Melting ...!’’ The scream trailed off into a 
ghastly bubble. 

Smilin Jack suddenly looked quite sober. “It’s the 
slug-like Galactic Patrol! We gotta get outtahere, Missy!” 

Smilin Jack heaved me overhis shoulder and headed 
for the door before I could protest. I could see the slugs 
now. There were three of them. Maybe four, if the 
smoldering puddle on the floor was what I thought it 
was. One of the slugs seemed to be staring at the puddle, 
but the other two were drawing their laser-blasters with 
their short tentacle-like arms. I squeezed my eyes shut, 
unable to stare death in the face. But not looking was 
even worse. I opened my eyes as we passed through the 
swinging doors. 

As smilin Jack ran into the parking lot, a laser-blast 
singed across my backside. That made me mad. I'd have 
to explain how I came by the jumpsuit and pay for it. No 
doubt it’d cost more than a year’s allowance and it’s still 
be moth-food. Father Superior was going to be furious! 

“Let me down!” I screamed. “I'll get the bastard!” 
But smilin Jack paid me no mind. He flung me into a 
waiting gyrovan, leaped inside and gunned the motor. I 
tried for the door. He caught me by the wrist. 

“Them slugs is slow, Missy, but that don’t mean we 
can hang around waitin for em.” He maneuvered into 
the streets. 

“We must be safe now! We've gone half-way to the 


space-port. You better let me out.” 
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The October air flicked at her skirt, sending a rash 
of goosebumps up her legs. A cold chill lurched up her 
spine. She stepped closer to the pagoda. 

Warmth: the threshold of spring. 

She stepped back. 

Cold: the edge of winter. 

There is magic here, she thought, and walked to- 
wardthe entrance. The camival’s background cacophony 
of undisciplined bluster trailed into muted whispers. 

A gold luminescent fog leaked from beneath the 
doorway in misty tendrils, caressing her ankles and 
calves. The canvas curtain faded into a rainbow of 
iridescent glitter, and a sound like the sigh of napping 
children swam through her head. 

She glanced back over her shoulder. The camival 
crowd moved outside the mist in mellifluous slow 
motion. Spectral lights of a thousand different hues 
glimmered above their heads. 

Elizabeth Elton gaped in wonder; awed but 
unsurprised. She was a believer in things magical: uni- 
corns and elves, fairies and goblins, hobbits and demons, 
singing whales, enchanted forests. 

She stepped through the rainbow. The curtain 
hummed and dropped behind her. 

Inside the pagoda was a circular wooden table, its 
surface cut deep with mystic symbols, each pulsing 
with pale green lambency. The air smelled of incense 
and honey, spices and warm wine. 

The mist swirled and caressed, the voice of children 
whispered and sighed. 

“Please sit,” a voice said. 

Elizabeth looked up. As though assembled by a 
whirl of smoke and shadow, a small Oriental man rose 
from nowhere to stand opposite her at the table. Light 
the color of diffuse moonbeams shimmered off his robe 
and sparks of Saint Elmo’s fire flashed behind his eyes. 
His hands swept the air, delicate as gossamer and when 
he spoke there was no movement in his features. 

“T sit. You sit.” He bowed. 

They faced each other across the table. Elizabeth 
smiled. The man seemed old as eternity, yet new as her 
next heartbeat. 

“You want to make wish, yes?” he asked. 

“Yes,” Elizabeth answered without hesitation. She 
knew what she wanted, what only magic-could give her. 

“Please make wish. I give.” 

“I want a child,” Elizabeth breathed. 

“Close eyes. Put hands on table. Think child. Think 
father of child.” 

Elizabeth spread her fingers across the wood. The 
table seemed to breathe, warm and shallow against her 
skin. Dan, as she had last seen him twenty-five years 
ago, filled every corner of her mind. 
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The mist thickened. Fingertips touched hers across 
the table, driving soft spasms of shock up her arms. She 
flinched. 

“Must be still,” the voice said curtly, “Think only 
child. Think only father.” 

Warmth spread through Elizabeth’s abdomen, coa- 
lescing into a burning circle deep inside her pelvis. A 
gasp of sexual ecstasy choked her chest. 

Then it was over. All of it. 

The table was cold and hard. Wind whipped in 
uneven gusts through the canvas flap. No mist. No 
magic. No magician. Elizabeth was alone. 

Outside, carnival sounds gutted the air like the 
shrieks of wild animals. 

Two weeks later, Doctor Carlton confirmed who 
Elizabeth already knew. She was pregnant. The yellow 
pagoda was not a dream... it was miracle. 

Carlton was astounded, as was the entire citizenry 
of Mills Run, population 800. He ran test after test, 
searching for an explanation. Perhaps a tumor, a cyst, a 
glandular malfunction. All was normal. 

Elizabeth Elton was carrying a healthy male fetus. 

But who, the town wondered, had impregnated the 
very dear, but very homely likes of Miss Elizabeth 
Elton? 

Elizabeth confessed no answers. She resigned her 
teaching post, opened her not-so-meager trust fund and 
prepared for the arrival of her son. 

She walked a great deal, listened to the world and 
rejoiced in the life stirring inside her. 

She thought of Dan, the only secret in her pale life. 
so long ago. A man she hardly knew. A man who wore 
the madness and hell of Vietnam like a shroud, who 
watched for snipers in oak trees and on roof-tops. Quiet, 
wary Dan. A storm pocketed by sunlight . Dead now, 
decomposing in a shallow grave a world and a half away. 

Elizabeth never questioned the mystery surroun- 
ding the gift given her by the little man with fire in his 
eyes. And never once was she afraid. 

Her life had been a void. Now that void was about 
to be filled. 

Doctor Carlton held the baby aloft between 
Elizabeth’s draped legs. “Normal asrain,” hepronounced. 

The child bawled lustily, bunching his tiny hands 
and kicking. Blood streaked his body and matted his 
head. “I think he has black hair,” Elizabeth said weakly, 
overwhelmed with joy. 

“You know, I think you’re right, “Dr. Carlton said, 
“But you’re never gonna have a chance to comb it if I 
don’t get this cord cut.” 

Moments later, Elizabeth’s son lay in her arms, face 
scrunchedtight and pink, slate-blue eyes blinking against 
the light. She counted his fingers and toes, marveling at 
his utter perfection and completeness. 


She was lifting him to her breast when her fingers 
touched something odd on his lower back. She tumed 
him gently on his abdomen and wiped away the drying 
blood with a sweep of her fingertips. 

Horrified rapture chumed and leapt to the back of 
her throat. Think father of child... Dan... decom- 
posing in a shallow grave a world and a half away... 


Hey Kids! 


An insane, hysterical giggle bubbled out her 
mouth . . . horror filled hereyes. A plug of decaying flesh 
slipped from the grasp of her fingers and raised red 
letters, like those of a manufacturer's assembly-line 
stamp, formed a single statement just above the infant's 
buttocks: Mape In Taiwan Q 


by P. D. Cacek 
This is the first story of P. D.’s which grace our pages this month. Our editorial staff was 
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Torrey Slumped into his favorite position in front of the 
tube .. . head resting on one hand, leg tucked in close to 
his belly, making himself as inconspicuous as possible. 
Sometimes it worked. 

But not today. His mother was having coffee with 
Mrs. Roice, the neighborhood authority on child-rais- 
ing, and she had to show off accordingly. 

“You finish your chores yet?” She barked. “I told 
you no T.V. until they were done!” 

“Done!” Torrey shouted back the word instead of 
trying tothink upanewone. The tiny digital clockin the 
VCR read 3:57 just three more minutes before Sergeant 
Guts! 

“How about homework?” 

Two minutes, and Torrey felt his stomach clench 
up. There was only one page of algebra and a couple 
chapters in history . . . he could finish it after the show. 
No problem. 

“Torrey?” 

“Yeah.” 

“You sure?” 

“One minute.” 

Torrey slammed a closed fist against the shag car- 
peting. He was thirteen, for god’s sake, why couldn’t she 
believe him! 

“Yesss!” 

“T don’t like the tone of your voice, young man!” 

The marching cadence, heralding Sergeant Gut’s!, 
blared from the set. He was missing it! Swallowing his 
thirteen year old pride, Torrey closed this eyes and 
lightened his voice. 

“Sorry!” The universal solvent. He hoped. 

Somewhere in the background, a machine gun 
barked ... men screamed . . . Sergeant Guts grunted his 
troops onward . . . and Mrs. Roice complained about the 
state of some children’s manners. 

“You'd just better watch that mouth of yours, 
Torrance Richard! You're still not tooold fora spanking, 
you know.” 

Yeah, yeah, yeah... same old tune. He could al- 
most see Mrs. Roice applauding. 


When he opened his eyes the screen was covered 
with a bunch of smirking kids playing with toy tele- 
phones. Shit! A commercial. 

Rolling onto his back, Torrey picked up a Sergeant 
Gut’s action figure and began firing it’s miniature ma- 
chine gun at the crack’s in the family room ceiling, 
barely listening to the commercial. 

“,.. have someone to talk to. Parents really don’t 
understand, do they?” 

Whoa, what’s this? Pushing himself up, Torrey 
stared at the screen. The man was wearing jeans and a 
florescent green-and pink tee-shirt . .. and looked less 
like an adult than anyone Torrey had ever seen. Spiked 
hair edged in blue and mirrored shades finished the 
picture. 

“Parents only tell you to do your homework, and 
clean your room, and pick up your toys, don’t they?” 
The man’s voice had taken on a whinny sing-song voice 
Torrey was all too familiar with. “Talk, talk, talk... but 
do they listen? No!” 

The kids sitting at the man’s feet frowned in unison. 

“Do they care about what you have to say? No!” A 
small smile touched the man’s mouth. “But we care. 
And we'll listen. For just a small charge of $2.00 for the 
first minute, and .50 cents for each additional minute, 
we'll listen to you!” 

The kids smiled and lifted plastic phones to their 
ears. 

“Now I know it doesn’t sound like much... just 
having someone listen to you, but it is... isn’t it?” 

The kids each held their phones out toward the 
screen, their smiles growing. 

“Just dial 1-900-666-4355 and one of our un- 
derstanding operators will listen to whatever you have 
to say.” The man pulled off his glasses and the camera 
zoomed in. His eyes matched the florescent green in his 
shirt. “And, who knows, if you have a problem... 
maybe we can fix that, too. So, c’mon kids . . . just dial 
1-900-666-4355 and remember . . .— you don’t have to 
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ask your parent’s permission . . . because they probably 
wouldn’t hear you anyway!” 

The commercial ended and Sergeant Gut’s! roared 
across the screen in his specially designed Aqua-Rover. . . 
flames shooting a hundred feet into the air around 
him... his mighty hands fighting both the steering 
wheel and the side-mounted machine gun. 

“Torrey... turn that down!” He did. “Are you 
watching that Captain Blood or whatever it’s called?” 

“Yes.” 

“Mrs. Roice says it’s too violent .. . turn something 
else on!” 

What? Torrey spun upright on his knees. “Mom... 
this is my favorite show!” 

Buzzing from the kitchen. “There’s an after school 
special on channel 9. Tur it on.” 

“But Mom...” 

Buzz buzz buzz 

“Or tum it off. You hear me, mister?” 

Torrey snapped it off — hoping he’d broken some- 
thing — then threw himself onto the couch. Tears 
burned against his lashes, but he refused to give into 
them. Sure... she’d listen to that old bitty .. . but not 
him! Never to him. Nobody listened to him! 

He was almost surprised he remembered the phone 
number. Cupping the receiver against his ear, Torrey 
heard his mother laugh from the kitchen . . . and vowed 
to run up a phone bill that would stagger both his 
parents. Maybe that would make them lis... 

“Hi! Thanks for calling. What can I do for you?” 

The voice belonged to a kid. Probably not much 
older then him. Torrey figured he’d gotten a wrong 
number. 

“Hey, no... this is the right number. Just start 
talkin’... I'll listen. Honest!” 

“You don’t sound old enough.” 

The voice giggled. It was a pleasant sound. 

“To listen? Besides, I’m older then I sound. So... 
Parent’s don’t listen to you, huh?” 

“No! They don’t .. . but they listen to other people 
and then tell me to do the stuff the other people tell 
them, but pretend they thought of it!” The tears that had 
threatened finally broke free. “It’s not fair! I have to 
listen to them!” 

The young-sounding voice made soft understanding 
sounds and listened .. . really listened until Torrey had 
run out of words. 

“So...do you want to do anything about it?” The 
voice asked. 

“T)-do? like what?” 

"Well... for a small additional fee, we can do 
whatever you'd like.” 


_22 Amazing Experiences — September/October, 1990 


Torrey considered this. The phone was in his fa- 
ther’s name so the bill would come to him. Sure .. . why 
not? 

“Okay. What?” 

Thevoicechuckledsoftly. “Youtell me! I’m theone 
who has to listen, remember? Just tell me what you’d 
like to do. Shall we start with your mother?” 

Yeah. “I'd like her not to talk to Mrs. Roice so 
much. ..oranybody. She’s always talking . . .talk, talk, 
talk... I want her to stop!” 

Silence hummed over the line. A moment later it 
was broken by the sounds of Mrs. Roice’s screams. 
Somewhere in between was a muffled whining. 

“Oh my God! OH my Gop! 

Torrey watched Mrs. Roice stumble out of the 
kitchen, her complexion waxen. Shifting his weight, 
Torrey leaned over the back of the couch and saw his 
mother slump gracelessly to the never-wax floor. Her 
eyes were wild, almost bulging as she collapsed, her 
fingers still trying to pry open a mouth that no longer 
existed on her face. 

Now she’d have to listen. 

Nodding. Torrey eased back into a comfortable 
position and smiled into the phone. 

“Now,” he began, “about my dad...” Q 


"CAPTAIN! THe SHIELOS ARE 
FAILING }° 
Dan Lopez 
77 N. Ellsworth #12 
San Mateo, CA 94401 


Assistance, Inc. 


by P. D. Cacek 
After you’ve read this story see if you can pick the one story you would have printed! 


Genevieve Caldwell twisted the handkerchief around 
her fingers and stared out the kitchen window, watching 
dawn creep across the sky. 

A new day. For some. 

“And he won't feel anything?” She asked, still not 
convinced. 

The man sitting next to her touched her hand. 

“Of course he won’t, Mrs. Caldwell.” 

“No pain?” 

“No, no pain. Please believe that.” 

She felt the tightness in her throat disappear. 

“It’s just that I don’t want him to suffer.” She tried 
to smile. “He suffered enough already.” 

The man nodded. “I’m sure he has, Mrs. Caldwell.” 

Lifting her chin, she took a deep breath. 

“How will you do it?” She asked quietly. 

He frowned. “We feel it’s best if our costumers don’t 
know the exact procedure, Mrs. Caldwell.” 

“Why?” She jerked her hands from his grasp and 
curledthem protectively against herchest. “What aren't 
you telling me? You said he wouldn’t suffer!” 

“Mrs. Caldwell.” He reached for her again. 
“Please...” 

“No!” She tured away like a spoiled child refusing 
to part with an ice-cream cone. 

When the shrill echo died, the man stood up and 
shook his head. 

“It’s for yourown protection, Mrs. Caldwell. Eutha- 
nasia is still considered murder in this country. We 
wouldn’t want you implicated.” 

Genevieve closed her eyes, more ashamed of herself 
then she'd ever been in all her seventy-eight years. My 
God, he’s only thinking of my welfare and | start 
screaming at him like some demented harpy. I’m sur- 
prised no one has thought of doing me in! 

Her eyes flew open in a panic. 

Someone could! After all, she was getting on in 
years ... No. No one would do that to her. Never! 

Lickingthe sudden dryness from herlips, Genevieve 
stared at the man’s sunlit outline. 

“Of course. Please excuse my outburst.” The effort 
to sound rational was straining her vocal cords. “I’m 
very sorry.” 

“There’s no need to apologize, Mrs. Caldwell, I 
know what you must be going through.” 

Bending down he picked up the small briefcase he’d 
brought with him and opened it. Angling it away from 
her, he pulled out a neatly folded set of coveralls, then 
snapped the lid shut. 


It’s in there, she thought. Whatever he’s going touse 
is in there. 

“Was he a family member?” The man asked as he 
stepped into the coveralls and began pulling them up 
over his dark blue business suit. 

Even though he wasn’t actually getting dressed, 
Genevieve felt herself begin to blush and tumed away. 
He’s already using the past tense, she thought. How 
professional. 

“No, just a close friend. Poor thing, he was never the 
same after his wife died.” She sighed and glanced at the 
binoculars she had used. “Every night I’d see him 
wandering around that big house all by himself, in such 
pain. It tore at my heart!” 

“I’m sure it did.” Now dressed as a nondescript 
utility worker, the man picked up his case and walked 
tothe back door. “But that will soon be over. There’s just 
one more thing, Mrs. Caldwell .. .” 

Genevieve looked up, slightly puzzled. 

“T’ll need the payment in advance.” 

“Oh, of course you will!” Standing up, she pulled a 
certified check from the pocket of her house-coat and 
handed it to him. “Quite reasonable, all things consid- 
ered.” 

He smiled down at the amount before folding it into 
his own pocket. 

“Thank you, Mrs. Caldwell.” He winked before 
closing the door. “A pleasure doing business with you.” 

Genevieve watched as he crossed the street and 
jogged up the violet lined walk. Ten minutes later the 
young man reappeared. 

Frowning, she picked up the binoculars and trained 
them on him. He was coming back across the street. 

Had she forgotten to countersign the check? 

Her face was flushed when she let him in, amoment 
later it went blank. 

Lowering her gently tothe floor, the man positioned 
herhandsas if she’d suffered a major stroke and stood up. 
Patting the twin checks in his pocket, he walked to the 
table and picked up the business card he'd preciously 
left. 

Running a finger over the raised letters, he smiled 
and reread it for the hundredth time. 

LOVED ONES A BURDEN? NOSY NEIGH- 
BORS? STREET PUNKS MAKING YOU A PRIS- 
ONER IN YOUR OWN HOME: 

NOTIFY ASSISTANCE, INC. 

have them done away with. 

SATISFACTION GUARANTEED! 

He always knew it paid to advertise. Q 


Amazing Experiences — September/October, 1990 23 


24 


Local cartoonist and illustrator, 
Laura Kagawa, has been drawing since she 
was able to hold a pen. She has been 
working freelance since graduating Mercy 
High School in Burlingame and has won a 
number of awards for her art. Involved in the 
comic industry for five years, Laura has 
worked in production, advertising, lettering, 
art-retouch and paste-up for NEW COMICS 
GROUP. Her comic credits include YOUNG 
MASTER, ASYLUM, and THE MASTER, 
among others. She has also done cartooning 
for magazines, worked for Byron Preiss, and 
has illustrated two books and several short 
stories. Upcoming projects include 
cartooning and illustrating for AMAZING 
EXPERIENCES and she is discussing work 
with a number of independent comic 
companies and magazines. Although Laura 
works in a wide range of styles from cartoons 
to design and illustration, her favorite 
remains fantasy illustration. She has a 
number of fantasy prints and is currently 
looking into a line of cards and book 
illustrations. A self proclaimed work-a-holic, 
Laura likes keeping her art schedule as busy 
as possible. She is always willing to talk to 
people looking for an illustrator, and you can 
usually find her at the local conventions in 
the artist's ghetto, when she isn't wandering 
around looking for additions to her pewter 
dragon collection. 


The next few pages are devoted to 
some of Laura's creations. If you are 
interested in contacting her for freelance 
work or for inquiry about prints, you can write 
2 laura Kagawa 

77 n. Ellsworth #12 
san mateo, Ca 94401 
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“Lover's Couch" "Untitled" 
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|, Goddess continued from Page 14 


As [ had instructed, Battu said, “You may tell her 
yourself, sir. She stands here before you, Queen Kaluwa, 
who speaks for the people of this land, and the animals, 
and the very mountains and rivers.” 

“Really?” Gaius raised an eyebrow. “Well, perhaps 
you can act as translator...” 

I broke in, “I need no translator, Centurion.” 

His smile grew broader. “Another Greek? How very 
cultured we are. When I was sent to this outpost on the 
very edge of the known world, I had expected to speak 
only to uncouth muttering savages with bones in their 
noses. What a pleasure to find oneself virtually on the 
back porch of the home of Socrates! And a double 
pleasure to speak with a queen so obviously a woman of 
intelligence and education. If you are indeed the queen 
we have been led tobelieve, was some sort of supernatu- 
ral monster, at the least a witch, then we may save a 
great many lives on both sides with this meeting. Rome 
can be quite generous to those royal personages who 
agree to serve Roman interests.” 

Ichose my words with care. “The Mauri tribes have 
always lived as free people in these mountains, and we 
always will.” 

“Always?” said Gaius mildly. “That’s along time.” 

I answered with equal mildness. “Other invaders 
have tried to subjugate us. All have failed. In the moun- 
tains we have always been able to hold our own, no 
matter how outnumbered, no matter how superior the 
weapons of our enemies.” 

The Roman’s smile was fading. 

I went on, “Take the coast. You have it already. 
Take the valleys. You will have them within the week. 
But leave the mountains to me.” 

He gazed at me with a surprising sympathy. “I wish 
Icould accept your offer, my lady. The gods know Inever 
shed good Roman blood needlessly, but my orders are to 
subdue the whole land. The whole land, my lady. No 
distinction between coasts and mountains. I’m truly 
sorry.” 

“Yes, Gaius, I believe that.” 

He stood up. “I have nothing to offer you but safe 
conduct out of my camp.” 

“For that,” I told him gently, “I thank you. Tonight 
we are friends.” I touched his hand. 

“And tomorrow?” 

“Sometime — perhaps tomorrow, perhaps the day 
after — one of us must kill the other.” 

“A pity, my lady, for I suspect you have more in 
common with me than with those you call your people. 
Am I right?” 

I did not answer. Battu glanced at me sharply, then 
looked away. 

“Good bye, my lady, “said Gaius with a slight bow. 

“Good bye, Roman,” I replied, but because Battu 
was watching I did not bow. 


Our horses were waiting. 

I rode most of the night in the fitful moonlight, 
Battu close behind me. Even in moments of total dark- 
ness the horses found their way without hesitation. 

At home I fell into a troubled sleep and dreamed 
again and again of burning children, screaming, scream- 


The talking drums awoke me a little before noon. 

They told me Gaius was on the march again, but 
that he had changed direction. The Roman Legions were 
now entering a valley that led straight to my village. Isat 
up on my straw mat, my head in my hands. Damn him! 
Gaius had had me followed. That was why he gave me 
safe conduct out of his camp! Sohe could track me tomy 
lair! 

I should have known! What was wrong with my 
mind? 

I pulled on my furs and stumbled out of my hut into 
the sunlight, dazed, distracted. Last might’s clouds had 
passed, but on the horizon I could see others on their 
way. 
A little girl, no more than ten years old, crouched on 
her haunches in front of my door. She was a lovely child, 
lean, dark, silent, her breath a white mist on the cold 
mountain breeze. 

“Who are you?” I demanded, none too gently. 

“Zarai,” she answered distantly. “Your sister's el- 
dest. Don’t you remember me?” 

A vision of a dark infant at my sister’s breast flashed 
through my mind. More softly I asked, “What do you 
want!” 

“I want to volunteer.” 

“Volunteer? For what?” 

“For the sacrifice.” 

“What?” 

“For the fire.” 

“No! No, go home. Go home to your mother.” I 
dragged her roughly to her feet. 

“My mother sent me here! Then she went away.” 
Zarai pouted, looking up at me with big resentful eyes. 

As I started through the village, Zarai followed me. 
The huts seemed unnaturally silent. Where were the 
women who should have been cooking, tanning hides, 
making goat cheese? 

I found a group of men at the edge of the village, 
Battu among them. 

“Battu!” I cried. “Where is everyone?” 

He replied gravely, “Most of the tribe has fled, my 
wise one. Only these few remain.” He gestured toward 
the group around him. “My relatives. Brother. Uncles. 
Cousins. While I remain loyal, they remain loyal.” 

I thought of my own relatives. Except for the child 
Zargai, all had betrayed me. 

Istraightened myself. “Sothe situation has changed. 
very well. As my military advisor, what do you sug- 
gest?” 

Continued an the following page 
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He looked at the child. 

I shook my head. 

He shrugged. “As you wish, wise one. Then we 
must attack.” I took stock of my army. Not more than 
fifty men, some old and weak. 

None of them laughed. None even smiled. 

“Agreed,” I said. 

By the time the sun reached its zenith our pitiful 
troop was mounted and on its way following me single 
file along the narrow crest trail north. 

North toward the Romans. 

Zarai rode behind me, her slender arms encircling 
my waist. With me, she would at least be safe from the 
other villagers . . . from her own mother. 

The talking drums told us of the Roman’s progress 
through the foothills. They told us when the Romans 
halted and began building another tent-city. 

The trail widened. Battu came alongside me. 

He asked, “Did you notice the canvas and skins in 
the Roman tents?” 

“No,” I answered. 

“Dry. This legion has been serving in the desert. I'd 
bet on it. And the wood in their outer wall? Dry A fire, 
once started, might prove hard to put out.” 

“Yes?” 

“We have oil. We have rags. We have arrows.” His 
voice was flat, emotionless. 

“Can you get close enough to use them?” 

“Perhaps.” 

“But afterward, could you escape?” 

“No, probably not.” Still he showed no emotion. 

“Then we'll think of something else.” 

At last he showed emotion, a barely-controlled fury. 
“Tam not a Greek.” 

“I see.” 

“We will try it,” he said, then almost as 
an afterthought, “With your permission.” 

AndI knew he would do it, permission or 
not. 

“You have my permission,” I sighed, 
closing my eyes. I heard his grunt of satis- 
faction. 

We dismounted soon after and crept on 
our stomachs to the brink of a cliff. I peeped 
over, keeping myself well hidden. 

There in a marshy meadow in the valley 
lay the Roman camp. With a shift in. the 
breeze I could hear the drum of hooves, the 
clank of armor, the murmur of deep voices, 
but then sound carries so well in these silent 
mountains. 

And was that Gaius himself astride a 
huge white horse addressing a squad of in- 
fantrymen? 

“We will wait for nightfall,” Battu 
whispered. 

Yes, that was Gaius. I was sure of it. 
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The sun went down. 

A mist arose from the marsh. (Or did my power 
summon the mist? Or did any of my power remain?) 

Abruptly I realized I was alone, except for the child 
who now lay sleeping in my arms. Battu andhis men had 
slipped away more silently than a sigh. 

The child began to snore softly. I shifted her and she 
stopped. 

I could feel tears trickling slowly down my cheeks, 
but I made not the slightest noise. I thought, Battu. 
Battu, what have I done to you? My people, my nation, 
what have I done to you? 

After a long while I heard a distant startled voce call 
out in Latin, “Fire!” 

A frantic clamor broke out, growing louder and 
louder. Horses whinnied. Men ran in armour. Bugles 
blew. Wood splintered. And flames crackled. Yes, fora 
long time flames crackled. This I heard, but I saw 
nothing because of the fog. 

And the child slept through it all. 

I dozed myself, waiting for Battu to return. 

When I awoke the sun had come and begun melting 
away the fog. 

In the valley I could hear the murmur of many 
voices and the rustle of many feet, but no more sounds 
of fire. 

After a while I dared to peep over the brink of the 
cliff. 

“What .. .?” muttered the child, half awakening. 

“Hush dear,” I whispered. 

The encampment had suffered great damage. The 
outer wall had been reduced to a blackened jagged 
stump-line, like the stubs of broken rotten teeth. Half- 
burned tents lay strewn in the dust like dirty rags. 
Soldiers swarmed through the ruins like disturbed ants. 


®l) no! Not Another @ne 


Out what once had been the gate rode a squad of 
Roman cavalry. At its head I recognized Centurion 
Gaius Antonius. At its rear I recognized the corpses of 
Battu and his kin draped unceremoniously over the 
backs of a train of mules. 

_ When he had reached a point not far below me, he 
reined up, cupped his hands around his moth and shouted, 
“Come out, my lady! I know you’re somewhere around 
here. Come out and speak to me.” 

I did not answer. 

The echo of his shout died away. 

“Come out,” he repeated, louder. “Come out and 
allow me to congratulate you. You’ve won!” 

The mountains repeated, “ You've won, you've won, 
you’ve won.” 

He waited, then went on, “Very well, remain hid- 
den until I leave, them come out and claim your dead, 
but hear me, my lady. I cannot trade the lives of my 
valuable troops for the lives of such fanatics, such 
madmen. These barren mountains aren’t worth it. Lis- 
ten, woman! I accept you terms. The coast and valleys 
for us and the mountains for you. On my honor as a 
gentleman of the equestrian class, on the honor of Rome 
itself, I swear we will march no further into the moun- 
tains than this. We shall retreat to the foothills and 
never return. Do you hear me? Only draw back your 
forces and let us depart in peace and we will never 
trouble you again. Do you hear me? Do you hear me, 
woman?” 

I said nothing. 

After a while Gaius ordered the bodies dumped on 
the ground and led his horsemen back to what remained 
of his fort. 

Zarai whispered, “Will we bury them?” 

I shook my head. “No, little one. We must not let 
the Romans see there are only two of us.” 

We slipped away and returned to our now-aban- 
doned village. 

There I sat on the ground, my back against my hut, 
watching the sun go down. Zarai lay on her belly beside 
me. 

Zarai’s tone was awestruck. “Your magic drove the 
Romans away.” 

I shook my head slowly. “My magic is gone, little 
one, if I ever had any.” 

“No, no, your magic drove them off! You are the 
Goddess!” 

“The gods and goddesses live far away, on a moun- 
tain somewhere in Greece. They do not walk among 
mortals.” 

“They do! I prophesied that the warriors of the eagle 
would penetrate deep into this land and that here they 
would abide. You see, it did not happen.” 

“You stopped it.” 

“No, dear. The bravest man in Mauri stopped it, and 
died forhis courage. The courage of fighting men . . .that 
is the only magic left in the world.” I could not continue 


for fear of breaking into sobs myself, and I did not want 
to frighten Zarai. 

I was weary, as if I had not slept since leaving my 
mother’s womb, and I dozed off, warmed by the last rays 
of the sun. 

A bitter cold wake me. 

All was silent. All was dark. 

The moon and stars hid behind an overcast, and | 
would not have known the child was with me except 
that I felt her head on my thigh and heard her gentle 
breathing. 

And Iheard something else, something faint and far 
away, a strange rustle. Was it the cold that had awak- 
ened me, or that sound? 

Carefully I slipped out from under Zarai’s head and 
stood up. The sound vanished as the slight breeze 
shifted, then I heard it again, louder. 

Iam a mountain girl, no stranger to darkness. My 
ears have eyes; I have but to hear a breath and I know if 
it is animal or human, and where it is located. The least 
footfall tells me if aman is from the tribe oran outlander. 

And this was the sound of many breaths and many 
footfalls. And there! I heard a muffled clank of armor. 

The Romans! 

The legions were coming through the darkness, a 
vast shuffling herd advancing, and they were already 
will within the long narrow canyon leading up to my 
village. 

I thought, Gaius, you lied! 

I thought, The fates, who rule even the gods, will 
forgive me, guilty only of too much mercy. But nothing 
in this world or the next can forgive the man who breaks 
his word. 

I felt myself drawing back inside myself, sinking 
into my own depths like a drowning woman, becoming 
less and less a human being, more and more a... . what? 
Goddess is only a meaningless string of syllables. 

I did not speak, but my lips began to form a name, 
the one name I dared not utter. 

“Tanit,” said my lips, calmly, quietly. 

Tanit, the Mother of Death. 

Tanit, the Drinker of Souls. 

Tanit, the Burner of Children. 

“Tanit.” My lips spoke louder this time. 

The mountains rumbled softly, distantly. 

“Tanit!” My lips cried out. 

The rumble increased. 

“Tanit!” My lips and I howled the name together, 
the forbidden name. Yes, I would let it happen! Yes, I 
would do it! 

The earth moved beneath my feet, pulsing, throb- 
bing, as if solid rock had become the waves of the middle 
sea in a storm. I fell to my knees but felt no pain. 

“Tanit!” I shouted again with all my being. 

The moving earth was my own body. The same 
power that set it shaking like the surface of a vast drum 


Continued on the following page 


Amazing Experiences — September/October, 1990 = 311 


flowed through my own body, for I was Tanit! I and the 
awful omnipotent power were one! 

When I heard the landslide I laughed aloud, and 
when I heard the screams of the dying soldiers my voice 
made sounds no human could make, but only some 
triumphant beast of prey. 

At dawn Zarai and I walked hand in hand to the 
canyon through the stillness of a dewy moming. 

We saw great heaps of boulders, and here and there 
a bit of tattered cloth or a broken sword or a mangled 
hand thrust up from the rubble. 


Channel X 


The warriors of the eagle had penetrated deep into 
the land, and there they would abide. 

“Good bye, Gaius,” I murmured. 

I, Asheeda the woman. 

I, Kaluwa the Queen. 

I, Mauri the land. 

I, Tanit the Goddess. 2 


by John B. Rosenman 


Here we were unable to choose between John’s stories Channel X and Storyteller, so we 
printed them both for your enjoyment. Contact “Letters to Experience” with your comments! 


Fred Sutton sat in his living room, wondering if his wife, 
Constance, was cheating on him. Now and then J.R. 
smiled at him from the television, but he didn’t even 
notice. 

“Fred,” his wife said, “don’t you think you should 
fix the picture?” Seeing the picture was flickering, he 
answered, “Oh, sure,” getting to his feet. As he did, the 
television set sputtered and went dark. 

“Oh, Christ!” He went to the set and started ad- 
justing the dials. He pressed the on/off button a couple 
of times .. . Nothing. 

“Fred? Can’t you fix it?” Constance asked. 

He tumed around. “What does it look like?” He 
asked sarcastically. 

She shrugged. “Maybe the plug fell out.” 

He knelt to check it, the sight of her beautiful face 
sent a stab of jealousy and pain through him. If he only 
knew for sure that she were seeing someone and if she 
were, just who her lover was! Would they ever be sorry! 
He gripped the television cord. Lately, there had been 
phone calls and the sound of someone hanging up when 
he answered... 

“Ts it the plug, Fred?” 

He rose. “Doesn’t seem to be.” 

“Well, can’t you do something?” 

Fred, whose idea of fine tuning was to administer a 
healthy kick followed by a punch, did just that. Again, 
nothing. In mounting frustration, he started changing 
channels, also without success. Damn it, he’d have to 
call a repairman in the moming. 

“Fred,” she said. 

“I’m not a television repair man, Constance. I’m 
doing the best I can” 

"Fred, look at the T.V.!” 
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Frowning, he stepped back. On the tube, a man had 
just closed his car door and was walking toward a house. 
He blinked. The house, didn’t it look familiar? Yes, it 
was their house. And the man. Didn’t he — 

“Fred,” Constance said. “He looks like you.” 

He rubbed his mouth and watched as the man 
entered the house. He crept up the dark stairs. On the 
second floor landing, the man paused outside a door. 
Fred swallowed as he recognized the wall painting he 
bought last spring. Silently, the man tumed the knob 
and pushed the door open. 

The camera zoomed in for a close-up of a man and 
a woman in bed. The woman sat up and began to scream. 
“Constance, “he said, “that looks a lot like. . .” 

The man in bed sat up too, his eyes bulging with 
fright as the other man, the one who looked like Fred, 
took a few steps forward and raised his gun. In the 
moment before he started firing, Fred recognized the 
man sitting in his bed. He was Dr. Mullins, the family 
pediatrician. 

After the man used up all his bullets, there was 
another close-up as he reload the weapon. Fred noticed 
that the gun looked just like his old Army Luger he kept 
upstairs in a drawer. He watched the man fire another 
series of bullets into the still bodies. Dropping the gun, 
the man slowly left the room. 

“How could you?” he said suddenly. “How could 
you cheat on me with our kid’s doctor?” 

She opened her mouth in horror. “But I didn’t! Fred, 
it was just a—” 

“With the baby’s doctor, for God’s sake! How could 
yout” He started to slap her and then thought how 
absurd he was being. What was wrong. with him? It was 


only a damn television program! He glared at the televi- 
sion and walked slowly over to it. 

“What are you doing, Fred?” Her voice sounded 
strange, the way it did when she was hiding something. 
He bent down to look at the channel selector. 

“That's funny.” 

“What, Fred?” 

“This dial. It’s stuck between channels.” He stud- 
ied the indicator, caught in the narrow space between 
channels 10 and 11 as if pointing to an alternate channel 
he would never find in TV Guide. After a moment, he 
shook his head and sat down. They sat looking at the 
blank television screen. 

“Wasn't that the queerest thing?” She asked after a 
while. “They looked just like us!” 

“Yeah.” He watched the screen, still blank. He 
didn’t move. 

“Oh, Fred,” she laughed, her voice sticky with 
relief, “imagine us getting all worked up over a —” 


Storyteller 


“Wait a minute.” The tube flickered, acquired a 
diagonal pattem, straightened itself. 

“Fred...” 

“Wait a minute!” A car door slammed. He saw the 
man who looked like him leave the car and approach the 
house. Fred found himself wondering if this was only the 
second time the man would fulfill his mission. Who 
knows, perhaps it was the two hundredth or two mil- 
lionth, or possibly just one short of infinity. Perhaps, 
indeed, the man had been doing it forever, waiting only 
for Fred to tune him in. 

On the screen the man silently opened the door and 
entered. Crept up the stairs to the bedroom .. . 

“Fred?” Constance said thickly. “What areyou...” 

He closed his eyes, not wanting or needing to see it 
again. “Constance,” he said calmly after a minute, “I’m 
going to give you a better chance than he did. Let’s see 
if you can find a place to hide before I get my gun.” Q 


by John B. Rosenman 


Here is John’s second story. See if you can make a choice! 


“Dad, do you know any stories? My English teacher 
wants us to tell one in school tomorrow.” 

Having kissed his eleven-year-old son good night, 
Sam had been about to leave. Now he frowned down at 
Danny in his bed. 

“This is kind of late, isn’t it, Danny? Why didn’t you 
tell me before?” 

“Sorry, Dad. I just forgot.” 

“Uh-huh. Playing too much Nintendo, you mean.” 
Sam shrugged. “Okay, what kind of story?” 

In the dim light, Danny rubbed a freckled cheek. “A 
myth or fairy tale. Mrs. Bale says there’s too much 
Nintendo and video games these days and the uh, ‘art of 
storytelling’ has been lost. She wants us to go back tothe 
roots and tell some old timey stories.” 

“Isee.” Even in the shadows, Sam could see Danny’s 
strange purple eyes, and a wave of empathy washed over 
him. Removing his shoes, he lifted the covers and got 
into bed beside Danny. 

“Okay. You say she wants you totellamythorfairy 
tale?’ 

“Yeah. In front of the whole class.” 

“IT see. Well, here’s what I'll do. I’ll tell you an ‘old 
timey’ story, but you have to retell it in your own words. 
All right? And you've got to promise not to rely on me 
and put off your homework anymore, okay?” 

“Sure, Dad.” 

“Okay. Now, let me think.” 


Sam put an arm around his son, thinking how he 
had stopped getting into bed with Danny to tell him 
stories since he had turned ten. But maybe that was 
wrong and Danny wasn’t too old for such tings, even 
though he was on the verge of adolescence. Lying there, 
he remembered painfully his own puberty, the on- 
slaught of emotions and abilities he had been ill-pre- 
pared to handle. As on other occasions, he wondered if 
it would be as hard for Danny, or perhaps even worse. 

Ann, he thought. God, Imiss you. Why did you have 
to die? 


“Dad?” Continued on the following page 
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“Oh, yeah.” He forced himself to forget his wife and 
gazed up at the dark ceiling. Let’ssee, he couldn't use the 
outer space story or the ones about mysterious garden he 
had used to tell Danny. They didn’t seem quite right. A 
mythorfairy tale ...hmm. Theone about the Nintendo 
realm with its evil wizard that came to life during an 
electrical storm was also no good, though fora different 
reason. Mrs. Bale apparently wanted toavoid contempo- 
rary references. 

“Once upon a time,” he began, “there was a boy 
with purple eyes named Danny uh, Hooperdinkle” 
(Danny laughed} “who was stopped, not knowing how 
to continue. 

“What kink of puzzle, Dad?” 

Sam frowned. Yes, what kind? Such details, he 
recalled, were important to Danny. 

“A maze, “he decided, and as he did, the myth of the 
Minotaur in the maze leapt into his mind. “Young 
Danny was taken with six other young men and seven 
maidens to another country because of a king angry at 
Danny’s father, who was himselfa king. Whentheirship 
arrived —” 

“Dad, what had Danny’s father done to make the 
other king mad?” 

So bright, always asking for reasons. Sam floun- 
dered, wishing he remembered the myth better. 

“Well, you see, every ten years Danny’s dad had to 
send fourteen young people’ cause he’d stolen some 
jewels from him. And though he’d replaced them, the 
other king was still...” 

“Pissed off?” 

“Yeah, very. Anyway, when they landed in this new 
land, Ariadne, the other king’s daughter, saw Danny and 
instantly fell in love. So she gave him some thread to tie 
to the door of the maze to find his way back after he had 
found and killed the monster, which was a half human, 
half bull kind of thing.” 

Sam stopped. Had something moved near the ceil- 
ing? 

“Go on, Dad.” 

“Uh, Danny took the ball of thread from the king’s 
pretty daughter and when they entered the maze...” 

Above, forms shimmered and swirled. Then, Sam, 
thought he clearly saw a six inch image of Danny tie the 
thread to a heavy door and tum to lead the others down 
a passageway. As they approached, the figures grew 
larger and the scene expanded. 

“Dad?” 

Beneath the ceiling, his young son advanced into 
the unknown, ashock of wild hair covering his forehead. 
The scene started to waver. 

“Dad, don’t stop.” 

Trembling, Sam wanted to run to the light switch 
but found he couldn’t. 
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“They ... Danny, l-led them down... many dark 
twists and tums, deeper and deeper into the intricate, 
mist-filled labyrinth toward the awesome Minotaur no 
one had ever escaped...” 

He gasped. It seemed real, not just a trick of lighting. 
There they were, just above, creeping ever deeper down 
convoluted, serpentine passageways that reminded him 
of the mind’s mysterious and uncharted corridors. Mov- 
ing ever deeper toward some primal truth or energy that 
had been ancient a million years before. What was the 
phrase Danny had used... something about “going 
back to the roots”? Yes, and so real and detailed were the 
slime-covered walls and miasmic air that it was as if the 
were there! Why, he actually thought he recognized 
some of Danny’s friends following him as he crept and 
wound his way onward through the shadows as if 
stalking some timeless enemy. Wasn't that Barry 
Duggins, the kid down the block who Danny swapped 
Nintendo games with? He could swear it looked just 
likehim... 

Sam licked his dry lips. 

“Atlast ...Danny foundhimselfinavaulted cham- 
ber lit by ghostly light. And there before him, towering 
like a creature from hell...” 

He couldn’t continue, for as he watched, Danny 
unmistakably drew a sword and waved at the others to 
stay behind him. As Danny moved forward, Sam saw the 
Minotaur approach with glowing red eyes and loom 
horribly above his small son. Undaunted, Danny feinted 
once, then struck. The Minotaur retreated, its jaws 
gaping in a soundless roar. Then its mighty haunches 
bunched, and it sprang. 

Filled with horror, Sam saw Danny leap swiftly 
back, his sword flashing in an arc to cut Barry Duggins, 
who screamed silently and clutched his arm. As Barry 
collapsed, Danny raised his sword again. Face set, look- 
ing suddenly older and hungry for battle, he started once 
again toward the monster... 

With a muffled cry, Sam threw the covers off and 
stumbled to the bathroom, where he splashed his face 
with water. He gripped the sink tightly. 

“Dad?” 

He sucked his breath in, straightened. 

Danny stood in the doorway. “Dad, why isn’t there 
any sound yet?” 

“Sound?” 

“Yeah, I can’t make it yet. There’s no audio compo- 
nent.” 

Sam looked at himself in the mirror. Purple eyes, 
not nearly as dark as Danny’s, gazed back. “I couldn’t 
manage sound till I was seventeen, son. And even 
then...” 

He went to Danny and took him in his arms, 
thinking of how his own freak talent for psychic projec- 


tion had become terrifyingly stronger in Danny. Until 
tonight, he had been used to blurred forms and vague 
shapes, and Danny’s abilities, precocious as they were, 
had been no greater than his own. But tonight! Sam still 
trembled at the unbelievably sharp, vivid, and detailed 
images he had seen, which were no longer mere phan- 
toms. Compared to Danny, his own gift — or curse — 
was beginning to seem rudimentary. 

He shuddered to think of how strong Danny’s 
powers might become and what was worse, how incred- 
ibly difficult it would be for his son to control and keep 
them secret, to live any kind of normal life. What would 
happen when either Danny or someone else told an 
emotions-laden story or incident and his vivid imagina- 
tion brought it tolife? Sam remembered how some of his 
own friends had run screaming to their parents with 
stories of ‘ghosts, and how he had had to learn to control 
his talent. What would be in store for Danny with his 
vastly superior image-creating ability? What frighten- 
ingly sharp and lifelike monsters would burst forth from 
his mind to terrorize others? 

Suddenly he had a chilling thought. Tomorrow’s 
storytelling in school! What if ... 

He held Danny tighter against him. No, he dared 
not think it. It was... 

Against his will, he imagined the scene: a typical 
fifth grade English class where boys and girls tell myths 
and fairy tales. At last Mrs. Bale calls the name of a 
smaller-than-average boy with strange purple eyes. The 
boy rises from his desk, goes tothe front, and starts to tell 
the story of a boy who enters a dark labyrinth in search 
of a Minotaur. As he speaks, the air above him begins to 
shimmer with an eerie light. Soon, images form, among 
them that of a fierce, impossible beast . . . 

Trembling, Sam found himself missing his wife 
even more than before. Ann had been the only one who 
had known the truth about him, the one who had aught 
a shy, awkward man to think of himself as something 
more than a freak mutation. If only she were here now 
to help with Danny. Tell him what to do! 

“Ya now something, Dad?” Danny said against his 
chest. “Soon I think Ill be able to make stories up all by 
myself that are a lot better even than tonight. I mean, 
they'll not only have sound, but smell and taste and 
touch. I'll. . .I’lleven beable to make them as real as you 
and me. Like they’re really there!” He laughed excit- 
edly. “Won’t that be cold?” 

Stricken, Sam pushed his son back and looked at 
him. 

“Make real? Do you mean .. .like they’re actually 
here?” He swallowed. “Like they can actually affect 
things here? Touch or h-hurt people? Or even...” 

Frightened he glanced around. Was something 
starting to shimmer near the bathtub? No, it was just a 


trick of the light. Thank God, there were no vague forms 
about to assume shape and come into being. At least .. . 
not yct. 

Danny laughed again, and he swung back. “Dad, 
want to know how I know that soon I'll be able to make 
things really happen? Well, tonight something did. | 
mean, not only were the pictures clearer, but...” 

“But what, Danny?” 

Danny grinned and there was something unsettling 
in his expression that Sam had never seen before. “Re- 
member when I cut Barry with my sword?” 

“Now look Danny,” he said quickly. “It was just a 
story. It didn’t really . . .” 

Suddenly Sam heard a siren in the distance. He 
stopped. Listened. 

Louder and louder. Closer. A shrill rise and fall of 
sound. Just like an... ambulance. 

In less than a minute, Sam heard it turn onto their 
street, the siren now a piercing wail of alarm. It passed 
their house, headed down the street toward where Barry 
Duggins lived. 

He closed his eyes, seeing Danny’s sword slice into 
Barry’s arm again, seeing Barry clutch it and cry out... 

No. Dear God, NO. 

When he opened his eyes, Danny winked at him. 
“Still think it wasn’t real, Dad? I bet Barry Duggins 
thinks it was.” He giggled. “So do I.” 

Slowly, Danny raised his hand. 

Sam looked. In the middle of his son’s palm glis- 
tened a bright red bead of blood. As he stared, his body 
grew numb. When he finally managed to look at his 
son’s face, he saw only glee. 

“Ya know what, Dad?” Danny said. He lowered his 
mouth and licked the blood. “I can hardly wait till 
school tomorrow. I think I've got a real great story to tell 
my class.” Q 


RACE CONNECTION 
1-900-654-RACE 


Much more than Race Results! 
Complete Coverage 


by America’s Best Journalists 
Formula One,SCCA, Nascar, FIM/ 
AMA Motorcycles, Indy Cars, 
IMSA, NHRA, World of Outlaws. 


1-900-654-RACE 


Amazing Experiences — September/October, 1990 35 


We Need the Aliens 


by Dan O'Keefe 


Single strands of hair rose from behind each of her ears 
like antenna. 

Now if that’s not the most disgusting thing I’ve ever 
seen I don’t know what is, Todd thought. Hair so filthy 
it stands straight up? Damn. “Anne? Mayberry Anne?” 

Creak. Creak. Todd thought for sure that the rick- 
ety chair she rocked on would splinter and break so that 
she’d fall right through the decrepit old porch, causing 
the whole dilapidated house to collapse into a confusion 
of rotted rubble. 

He called to her from the ankle-deep muck that 
made up the front yard. “Mayberry Anne, Ineed to... 1 
mean, I’ve come to see the alien. I believe you refer to 
him, to it, as The Other? You’re the woman in the 

magazine article, right?” 

Creak. Creak. “The Other? Ha!” She kicked out 
with both feet as if making ready to do an aerobatic 
somersault. She hopped off the porch and marched, arms 
waving, legs straight, eastward to the hills. “You com- 
ing? We want to get there before it gets dark, don’t we?” 

“It’s moming. How long is this going to take?” 

She halted her stride just long enough to frown at 
him. “Let's see if we're angling in the same pond here. 
You want to see The Other, but you want to know how 
long it’s going to take? Ha!” She laughed until she 
hiccupped. “If that isn’t the looniest thing I’ve ever 
tasted. Come on! Let’s go!” 


Richard Chaves, continued 
thing that no one can take away. The brilliance of 
many of the actors is etched in history, in the film and 
I think we were a good solid show. 

AE: I caught you on L. A. Law last season. What can we 
look forward to seeing you in, in the near future? 
Chaves: L. A. Lawwill come up again in the next six to 
eight weeks and I did a MacGyver again this year. I 
think it will be the season premier. This will be the 
first time in their history that a performer has come 
back, in such a short time, to play a completely 
different character. I think that this is possibly the 
greatest episodic character that I’ve ever been given. 
My co-star is Richard Roundtree. He’s asuperstar. He 
played the first black super hero in Shaft. There was 
a time when Mr. Roundtree was better known and a 
hotter actor than Sidney Poitier. He was a black sex 
symbol and did twenty-four films. I'm very proud to 
have worked with him. He is really a great guy and 
fun to work with. In September, I'll be doing the 

SatteliteOne Convention in Louisiana. 
AE: What about your writing? 
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He ran to catch up with her; that proved to be a 
mistake. She slogged through the glop as surefooted as 
an ant on asphalt. He took two steps, slipped, stumbled, 
slipped again, thus propelling himself forward. It be- 
came kind of fun after awhile, thrashing around to keep 
from going splat in the mud. When he finally did catch 
up with her, he said, “You know, I think it’s important 
what you discovered, I really do, and I really do believe 
that you did discover it too. I mean, I know you're not 
lying. You know what I think? I think it’s about time the 
aliens did show up. That’s why there’s been so many 
sightings lately, you know, because they’ve observed 
how badly we’ve screwed up this planet and they’ve 
come to help us before we wipe ourselves off the face of 
the Earth. Doesn’t that make sense to you? My girl 
friend thinks that makes perfect sense.” 

“Ha!” Everything Todd said struck Mayberry Anne 
as simply hilarious. “And when’s the last time a sperm 
whale told you a joke?” 

“I can’t see why you insist on making fun of me. It 
took me all morning to...” He stopped because, even 
as the words tumbled from his lips, they struck him as 
odd, as if he could no longer really understand what he 
himself meant. They were deep within the forest by this 
time, and now he walked on packed earth and roots. The 
trees loomed lush and green overhead, blocking the sun. 
Todd thought in terms of dusk rather than mid-day. 


Chaves: Oh, my writing! I'll be perfectly honest with 
you, I haven’t been in front of my word processor for 
about two weeks now. But I’ve made a decision that 
I’m going tobegin a project . . .aplay that involves the 
experience that I had with Richard Roundtree, while 
filming MacGyver. I'm going to put everything else 
aside for that. 

AE: When can we expect to see some of your short 
science fiction or horror for Amazing Experiences? 

Chaves: That may have to wait fora little while, but Ill 
get something to you. Some of the writing that I've 
been concentrating on now is moment to moment 
stuff, for my newsletter. The science fiction genre, for 
me, is very difficult, but I will get something to you 
soon. 

AE: Thank you for talking with us today and good luck 
with your coming projects. 

Chaves: It was good seeing you again. 

You can get the Richard Chaves Newsletter, by 

contacting the Richard Chaves Fan Club, P. O. Box 

120130, Chula Vista, CA 92012. Q 


Mayberry Anne continued to march along without 
so much as a backward glance at her fellow traveller. 
“And when’s the last time you discussed the crisis of 
ozone depletion with a wall of granite? Ha! I thought so. 
Never... Never in a million years.” 

A squirrel crossed Todd’s path, then raced up a tree 
and out of sight. It startled him because the squirrels 
he’d seen back on campus acted nowhere near that 
courageous. A pure, white owl hooted at him from 
where it sat on a tree branch, then extended its neck like 
a submarine periscope. 

This is all very natural, Todd kept telling himself 
over and over. These creatures are mere products of 
nature, that’s all. There’s nothing out of the ordinary 
here. So why does it all seem so peculiar to me? You'd 
think I’d never been in a forest before. Why just last 
summer I hiked seven miles through a... no, wait a 
second, that was the summer before last, or maybe even 
the summer before that. When was the last time I was 
in a forest anyway? 

The air took on a bluish tint, as if the two of them 
journeyed from earth-solid reality into some sort of 
disjointed, surrealistic netherworld. Todd felt suddenly 
so out of place that it occurred to him to tum... run 
back to his car, back to the college and his girl friend’s 
arms. He actually made a move to retreat when he heard 
Mayberry Anne say, “Won't be long now. Count to a 
hundred, and we'll be there.” 

As the forest grew darker, it seemed to breathe; it 
seemed to pulse. The leaves rustled, and in the dim light 
Todd saw them as rippling muscles. The roots and 
slippery grass he walked on took on the consistency of 
sweaty human flesh. Something yellow and long with a 
thin tail fluttered through the air, brushing against 
Todd’s cheek. “Aaagghh! What is that?” 

“Ha! Here you want to see The Other, yet some- 
thing as innocent as that frightens you?” 

They came to a clearing. Sunlight streamed down 
on a twenty foot by twenty foot square of land which 
glowed yellow and bright. 

“Here we are,” Mayberry Anne said. “That’s The 
Other, over there. Go to it. It wants to speak to you.” 

“How do you know?” 

“Are you deaf? Can’t you dear it? I can’t hear 
anything else. 

Now even the air itself seemed to pulse with life. 
Something danced in the sunlight, a figure that dis- 
solved and swirled out of existence as Todd focused his 
attention on it. “Is that it? Is that The Other?” 

“Of course it is.” With a booted foot, she kicked him 
into the clearing. “Move! Now!” 

He stumbled into the sunlight, then kept going 
until he felt bathed in sunlight. By this time reality 


ceased to exist. Each particle of light suddenly seemed 
razor sharp, and he hugged himself in an effort to keep 
from getting pierced. 

This is crazy, he thought. I’m really going out of my 
mind. A word popped into his head: extol. Sure, that was 
the state he was in, a state of extol. Extol clem Patrice: 
the glorious state of unreality within reality ... which 
was the true reality. It scared him as even more words 
entered his mind, words that weren't his but were 
produced by his thought processes. Poomfar: the absur- 
dities and contradictions that made up all of life and all 
the universe. Klosh: the state of being at one with 
absurdities and contradictions. All these words, all 
these alien concepts, they all entered his mind too 
quickly. He needed amoment,no...anhour...no... 
a week, maybe a lifetime, to comprehend it all. Some- 
thing bright and huge, powerful grinned at him. He 
caught a glimpse of it out of the comerofhiseye .. . that 
did it. Panic time! 

Klosh my ass, he thought. I want out of here! 

He tripped over his own feet and fell, flailing his 
arms, to the ground. He picked himself up quickly and 
ran blindly into the forest. “Help!” Mayberry Anne! 
Please!” Bap. Right into a tree trunk. Looking up from 
the ground he yelled. “Mayberry Anne, where are you ? 
Don’t leave me! Please!” 

“I’m right here, you idiot. Pipe down.” She kicked 
him in the side of the head. “Stand up. You’re making a 
fool out of yourself.” 

“Can we go now?” 

“What ? You don’t want to talk to The Other 
anymore? And here! thought you two were having such 
a lovely conversation.” 

“Now?” Hecouldn’t bring himself to look her in the 
eye. “P-Please?” 

He followed her back out of the forest with his head 
down and his hands plunged deep in his pockets. He’d 
had enough of throbbing bushes and floating white 
abnormalities he couldn’t recognize. He wanted reality 
back, the reality of Volvos, television commercials, and 
MacDonald restaurants. They got back to the farm. 
Only then didhe look up again, although not at Mayberry 
Anne. He looked up into the sky, at the shining sun, to 
see that it was not yet noon, that, in fact, they’d only 
been gone for less than two hours. 

“So we need the aliens, huh?” Mayberry Anne 
asked. “They’re the ones who're going to save us from 
ourselves, and you can’t even look one in the eye. 
Right?” She took a running leap and landed in her 
rocking chair seat with a firm, wooden thump! “Ha!” 
she exclaimed. “Bullshit!” Q 
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Flashback 


by Jerri Rowen 


Ki’re had heard this song before. It pounded at her 
making her throat tighten and her stomach lift itself 
higher into her chest. It was a song about child prosti- 
tutes, and although she knew that she had never been a 
prostitute... She couldn’t help but... 

The words of the song grew louder, they rang 
familiar in her mind. She sat down by the window and 
touched the thick glass. It was smooth and it was 
warmed by the life functions of the spacestation. She 
tried to use the feel of it to hold her mind in the present, 
but the song induced flashback rose out of her distant 
memory like a bubble in boiling syrup. 

Terror swilled around her like steam, threatening to 
bum her if she didn’t find the source. She needed to find 
out what her past was attempting to tell her. The music 
and the children faded. She asked herself. “What hap- 
pened to me that this song raises such deep and awful 
emotions in me?” 

The memory took over so completely that she 
could smell the noisy planetside city. She felt a smaller 
heart in a smaller chest .... 

Ki’re laid her head against the arm of the couch. It 
was fuzzy and solid, like a familiar stuffed toy. She 
imagined its brownness rose over her making a shield. 
She was inside the arm and no one would ever find her, 
no one was looking for her. 

The breeze from the window changed and it needled 
though her thin sleeves. Sunlight filtered through the 
window. It was afternoon. School would be over soon. 

She thought of her school book and wished to have 
it in her hands but it was across the room. Ki’re’s 
stomach tightened when she thought of moving away 
from the couch’s arm. Her stomach growled. It clawed 
at the back of herneck and her temples hurt. She wanted 
a piece of hamburger. 

Soft crumbly bun and tangy meat, wet ketchup on 
the tip of her tongue. Herstomach growled again and she 
petted the couch. You'll wait forme? You wouldn’t hate 
me if I go for my book and get something to eat?? The 
couch seemed tonuzzle her back and a happiness sprang 
out of her mind. She smiled. 

She looked out of her comer, around the edge of the 
couch. There was no one here! No one had been here for 
a long time. Her stomach stabbed at her in impatience. 
No one would come if she got up just for a minute. 

The carpet was grey-red under bare dirty feet. The 
metal edging of the table was just at the height of her 
eyes and she pushed a viny] chair to the table but got it 
too close. Her head got light andher hands couldn't quite 
grasp the seat of the chair to push it back because they 
were shaking and she was so small. 
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“Narc,” she thought, “stupid, it’ll be your fault if 
someone comes.” The chair fell backwards, she left it, 
going to another. She pushed it up to the table and this 
time met with success. She climbed up onto the chair. 

The top of the table opened huge and wealthy before 
her. Mommy’s little black candies and the white powder 
were there. They were dangerous. Touching them 
meant... 

But there was also the little packets from when they 
had, hamburgers. She grabbed them up, their plastic 
skins like silky treasure. The serrated, ruffly edges 
almost alive, they begged her Don’t! Don’t kill us! 

She ripped the first one open and sucked it until it 
was dry. She put the little shriveled bag back with the 
rest. Never leave evidence. She felt so full, so victorious. 

Her book was not on the table. No matter. She was 
strong, mean. She could find the book and no one would 
hurt her. She was too scary, too strong, too brave. 

The book was under dishes on a smaller table by the 
couch, down the hall from the door. Can't disturb the 
dishes. “I am a ghost, a nothing, can’t leave evidence. 
The dishes might mark the book. Have to move the 
dishes. Only one hand, can’t let go of the food.” 

She grabbed the comer of the book. Slowly she 
worked it out from under the dishes. Taking so much 
time. “Someone will come,” her mind shrieked. She felt 
tears in her eyes. “Can't cry, be nothing, be not here.” 

The book snapped free in her hand and she hugged 
it to her as she ran back to the arm of the couch, her 
comer. 

“Please,” she begged it. “Don’t be angry. I didn’t 
mean to leave you. I didn’t mean todo anything wrong.” 
She felt it’s angry protection wrap around her. Please, 
don’t let anyone come! Don’t let any one come! 

She held herbook andher little packages of ketchup. 
She sucked another dry and felt powerful again. She 
could destroy anything. She felt sleepy, and closed her 
eyes. 

The door opened. Ki’re’s sleep broke. She was still, 
hearing the feet of the someone. It was a shuffle, not 
Cleo, not Mommy. Shuffle, shuffle, ruffling though the 
things on the table, confident. 

“No, noise. No, thought. Please, Cap come get me, 
take me to the stars. Bring the safe blackness.” 

Shuffle tumed around the room. Ki’re built a wall 
above her head, an energy wall, like on a star ship. 
Shuffle moved again. Feet stopped in front of her wall. “I 
am not here. I am nothing. I am nothing. You are 
someone. You don’t see me. You can’t see through my 
energy barrier.” 


Shuffle wore black shoes with gold tips, pretty. He 
had grey pants, like a rich man on television, little flecks 
of white and black if you looked hard enough. 

His voice was cold, impatient. “Get out here.” He 
reached into the comer, around Ki’re’s neck and left 
shoulder, pulling her from the protection of her comer. 
But she was not there. She was nothing, she was in a star 
ship, in the safe blackness and vastness of space. 

Ki’re’s mind snapped back to the present. Her teeth 
rattled. She put her shaking hands to her face. The flesh 
was cold, but firm.. real. Her gut shook as conflict 
raged in her. To believe or to forget again .. . 

The memory swirled around herina more fragmen- 
tary, less real form. Her whole present life seemed so 
fragile compared to the reality of the flashback. The 


Starting Over: 
A Science Fiction Fable 


intensity of the memory faded slowly and she wanted to 
deny that it had ever happened. 

She gripped her shoulders, watching nearly sight- 
less through the spacestation’s window. This was her 
memory and no matter how much it hurt she would not 
forget it again. It was safe to remember... to feel the 
pain again. Surviving bestowed the right to remem- 
ber... to tell and it didn’t matter if Mother and her 
lovers or her clients didn’t like it. They could rape a 
child, but they couldn’t keep an adult from remember- 
ing. 

Besides, Motherand her addictions lived planetside. 
The addictions and Mother’s male friends would never 
harm heragain. Ki’re lived on Vega Station and she never 
intended to go planetside again. Q 


by Roberta Debono 


In the New Beginning, flames spawned by nuclear 
warheads roared over the planet’s surface, melting steel 
and plastic, and bubbling asphalt up like lava. The 
Pacific and Atlantic oceans boiled, sending up vast 
clouds of steam. Smaller bodies of water vanished in a 
swirl of vapor. The intense heat melted both polar caps, 
and their unlocked water poured into the oceans, until 
the dry land was inundated, and the spirit of the Creator 
moved over the face of the waters. Then the morning 
and the evening were the first hundred million years, 
which were as one day to the Creator. 

Now the air became bitter, day, and cold, and the 
warm waters receded and froze, for the polar caps were 
forming again. The dry land was exposed, but the soil 
was still covered with a crust of concrete and the broken 
bones of skyscrapers. Earth’s air grew icy, and the great 
glaciers once again groped across the land, grinding and 
scouring clean its defiled surface. And the moming and 
the evening were the second day. 

Once again, the air grew warm and rain fell upon the 
concrete and rock. As the water fell, it mixed with gases 
in the atmosphere to form a mild acid that dissolved the 
hard crust ... in time exposing bits of soil. The long- 
dormant spores of small plants took root and grew upon 
soil and rock, etching their surfaces. When the small 
plants died, minute organic deposits were left which 
eventually supported the growth of larger plants. And 
the moming and the evening were the third day. 

Now the earth brought forth an abundance of li- 
chen, moss, ferns, vines, and other green life, and soon 
the first insects began to move onto the land. The rains 
were plentiful and warm and the soil responded, teem- 
ing with tiny life-forms. The first blossoms and fruits 


appeared, growing in sweet harmony with the insects. 
And the morning and the evening were the fourth day. 

Then the sea bore and nurtured millions of new 
creatures in its vast waters. In time, the first fish crawled 
cautiously onto its shores, using fins that became as 
strong as legs, and lungs that would supplement their 
gills. Plant and insect food were abundant, such that 
many forsook the sea completely and made air theirnew 
element. Earth was vibrant with life, and the morning 
and the evening were the fifth day. 

On the sixth day, the Creator beheld that the earth 
was cleansed of poisons, plastics, radiation and garbage. 
Lingering pollutions had long since dissipated; time had 
been spared for healing. The Creator saw also the har- 
mony among the animals, plants, and insects. And the 
Creator saw that it was good and created no further, but 
rested from its great labor on this sixth day. 

Moral: Even gods learn from their mistakes. 2 
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The Hamadrayad 


by Mary Mitchell 


Restlessly, John Sutton paced the veranda of his bunga- 
low. Having arrived from England about a year ago, he 
still had not adjusted tolife on an isolated tea plantation. 

Impatiently he glanced at his watch. It was still 
early. He was scheduled to drive out with his manager, 
Douglas Fraser, to inspect the new area they were 
wrestling from the jungle. Once cleared, it would be 
used to plant more tea bushes. 

His head was beginning to throb. He'd had a little 
too much to drink at the Planter’s Club the night before 
and was now paying the penalty. He craved a moming 
after drink, but was sure that old Fraser would not 
approve. 

A movement caught his eye. In amazement he 
stared at his gardener. The man was squatted on his 
haunches, near the hedge bordering the compound, and 
facing him was one of the largest snakes he had ever 
seen. Foramomenthe froze not wanting tostartle either 
the man or the snake, then he threw caution to the 
winds. That damned gardener, or Mali, as they were 
known here, was actually trying to feed the snake! 

“Mali,” he yelled. 

The gardenerscrambled tohis feet. “Salaam Sahib!” 
Bringing his palms together, the Mali bowed his head 
respectfully. The giant cobra reared slightly, flicking its 
tongue as though to test the air. 

“What in the name of hell do you think you are 
doing? Are you crazy?” Sutton yelled. “Get rid of that 
snake!” Sutton’s head was beginning to pound which 
was not helping his disposition any. 

The Mali stepped a little closer as though to stress 
his point. “Look Sahib, it is the white cobra. The milk 
cobra, Sahib. It is sacred to the God Shiva and brings 
many blessings to those with whom it lives. It will not 
hurt you, Sahib.” 

Angrier than ever now, because the man had dared 
to argue with him, Sutton snapped. “Did you hear me, 
Old Man? If you want to keep you job, get rid of that 
snake!” 

The snake, seeming to sense that it was not wanted, 
lowered its head and slid quietly and swiftly into the 
dense hedge. 

Apologetically, the gardener explained. “Sahib, I 
cannot kill, or harm the snake. For centuries my caste 
has been responsible for caring for these sacred crea- 
tures. Great misfortune, or worse, comes to those that 
injure or kill the sacred snakes. The God Shiva’s revenge 
is swift and deadly.” 

With a cloud of dust following closely behind, and 
a squeal of brakes, Sutton watched Douglas Fraser bring 


“40 ~~ Amazing Experiences — September/October, 1990 


his jeep to a stop. Climbing into the passenger seat, he 
tumed to the still waiting gardener. 

“If Isee that snake again, both you and the snake go! 
Have I made myself clear?” The gardener bowed, but did 
not speak. “Trouble?” Queried Fraser as he put the Jeep 
into gear and started down the driveway. 

“Not really,” Sutton replied. “It’s just that my 
gardener seems to think that snakes should be treated as 
honored guests rather than being dispatched at first 
sight.” 

“What kind of snake was it?” Fraser queried as he 
slowed the Jeep to allow a slow moving Bullock cart to 
clear the road. 

“A Hamadryad, a damned King Cobra,” growled 
Sutton. “He kept babbling about it being a white cobra 
and sacred to the God Shiva or some such rot.” 

Fraser was silent while he negotiated some nasty 
looking pot holes. “You did say a white cobra, didn’t 
you?” 

“That's what the Mali says it is,” shrugged Sutton. 

“Look John,” Fraser continued seriously, “I’ve been 
in India a lot longer than you and this could be rather 
touchy.” 

Sutton lit a cigarette and continued staring out the 
windshield. 

“The White cobra,” Fraser explained, “is sacred to 
these people, and they cling very ardently to theirbeliefs 
and superstitions.” 

“I don’t care how superstitious they are. I am not 
sharing my living quarters with a large and very poi- 
sonous king cobra.” Sutton was getting tired of the 
whole affair. His headache wasn’t any better, and bump- 
ing around in the jeep in the heat and dust was only 
making matters worse. 

“You know John,” Fraser reasoned, “the religion 
and beliefs of these people go back many centuries. 
Their religion was old before Christianity was even 
started. Who is to say we are right and they are wrong? 
Personally, I prefer to live and let live.” 

“Not when it applies to poisonous reptiles,” Sutton 
answered shifting around in a vain effort to make 
himself more comfortable. 

A series of shouts, yells, machinery in operation, 
and the crashing of trees alerted them to the fact that 
they were nearing the work area. Fraser maneuvered the 
jeep into a shady area and parked. Conversation died as 
they walked towards the work area. Various supervisors 
came rushing to meet them, all eager to show off their 
accomplishments. , 

On their retum drive home, Fraser, again broached 
the subject of the white cobra. “John, do be careful how 


you handle this business with the cobra. You’re treading 
on a rather sensitive area.” Not getting a response from 
Sutton, he continued, “ Most of the natives around here 
don’t have very much, so they tend to cling fiercely to 
their Gods, traditions, and beliefs. Monkeys, cows, and 
I'm afraid your white cobra are all under the protection 
of one or the other of their Gods and therefore treated 
with veneration.” 

Sutton looked grim. “Listen Doug, I don’t mind 
their shrines and idols and anything else that doesn’t 
slither around. However, I do draw the line at sharing 
my living area with a extremely large Hamadryad.” 

Fraser drove for a few moments in thoughtful si- 
lence. A hard headed Englishman and an Indian steeped 
in his traditions could mean trouble. In the middle of 
their very busy harvest season, he would prefer to avoid 
it. 

“John, isn’t your Mali’s name Kalu Ram?” 

“Something like that,” Sutton replied. His head- 
ache was a little better but his disposition had not 
improved. He could have used another scotch and soda 
right about now. 

“Kalu Ram, old chap, has a certain reputation 
around here for being a bit of a Jadoo Wallah, the local 
witch doctor.” 

“Good grief,” Sutton flared. “Surely you don’t be- 
lieve in all that Mumbo Jumbo.” 

Fraser was beginning to get a little impatient. “This 
is India, John, not England. I don’t have to share their 
beliefs, but I have learned to respect them.” Although 
Sutton continued staring steadily out through the wind- 
shield, Fraser plodded on. After all, Sutton was the only 
other English person within a fifty mile radius and it was 
nice having one of one’s own around. If trouble started, 
he’d have to recommend a transfer and the Lord alone 
knew when he'd get another assistant. 

“If Kalu Ram assured you that the snake won’t hurt 
you, I am certain that it won’t, John.” 

“T'd like to be certain,” responded Sutton flicking 
his cigarette out of the jeep. It tasted awful and so was 
this whole bloody day! All he wanted was to get home, 
have a quick drink, and sleep off this damned hangover. 

“Kalu Ram,” Fraser continued, “was directly re- 
sponsible for saving the life of one of my gardeners. 
While clipping a hedge, he was bitten by a krait. The 
man was dying, even the Doctor had given up when Kalu 
Ram showed up. He asked permission to help the 
patient and then proceeded to go into his routine. After 
chanting and buming incense, he took what looked like 
a flat brown stone and placed it on the wound assuring 
us that the patient would now be okay. The man is not 
only okay, but is still working for me.” 

Sutton’s voice was tense. “With all due respect old 
chap, it sounds to me like you've been in India too long. 


Surely you haven't started believing all of their mumbo 
jumbo? The man could very possibly have survived 
without our friends ministrations.” 

“From the bite of a krait?” Fraser asked skeptically. 
“I don’t think so. 

They rode in silence for a few moments but within 
sight of Sutton’s bungalow Fraser tried again to break 
through Sutton’s stubborn disregard for local customs. 
“Damn it, John! You are very new to this area. Takeatip 
from me and don’t do anything rash. We don’t need 
trouble during our busy season.” Sutton’s jaw clenched 
but there was no reply. 

The dust cloud that had been following the jeep 
caught up with them as Fraser brought the jeep toa stop 
in Sutton’s driveway. 

“Think about this, John and don’t let the situation 
get out of hand. Now that Kalu Ram knows how you feel 
about the snake, you will probably never see it again.” 

“I sincerely hope not,” gritted Sutton as he climbed 
out of the jeep. “If Kalu Ram is so attached to that 
damned snake he can take it home, to live with him.” 
Tuming, he walked rapidly away, towards the drink that 
he’d been craving all morning. 

Thesun was setting when he wandered out ontothe 
veranda again. A cool beer would go down well. 

“Boy!” Sutton yelled. 

“Sahib,” came the distant reply from the dim re- 
cesses of the large bungalow. 

“Bring me a cold beer,” he yelled. 

The soft shuffle of bare feet alerted him to the fact 
that his beer had arrived. Turning to reach for the beer, 
he froze. At an angle to the house, squatted Kalu Ram 
and with him the damned snake. 

Stepping back into his bedroom, he grabbed his 12 
bore from the rack. Making sure it was loaded, he 
stepped back onto the veranda. 

Ram Swami was still waiting, holding the salver 
with the mug of beer. On seeing Sutton’s angry face and 
the gun in his hand he dropped the tray. The spilled beer 
formed a foaming puddle on the polished floor of the 
veranda. 

The noise made Kalu Ram turn. On seeing the gun 
he jumped up. “No Sahib!” He yelled. “See,” he pointed 
to a basket laying beside him, “I am removing the 
snake.” 

“Well, hurry upand doit.” Sutton shouted, stepping 
closer to emphasize his point. In doing so, his foot 
slipped on the spilled beer and a single shot rang out. 

When he'd picked himself up, ashaken Ram Swami 
was kneeling beside the prone figure of Kalu Ram. An 
ominous red stain was seeping across Kalu Ram’s chest. 

Ram Swami bent closer as Kalu Ram struggled to 
speak. A look of pure fear spread across Ram Swami’s 


Continued on the following page 


Amazing Experiences — September/October, 1990 = 41 


face as he listened. Standing up, he looked helplessly at 
Sutton. “He is dead, Sahib.” 

Sutton nodded. All anger had left him. He just felt 
terribly weary. He turned away, thinking of all the 
things that would have to be done now. He suddenly 
stopped, remembering the look of fear on Ram Swami’s 
face. Turning to face him Sutton inquired. “What did he 
say, Ram Swami?” Ram Swami shifted uncomfortably, 
a picture of nervousness. 

“Tt was just a prayer to his god, Sahib,” he replied, 
refusing to mect Sutton’s eyes. “The Lord Shiva, Sahib,” 
he began to explain, “is also known as the Lord of 
destruction and death.” 

The next few hours were the worst in Sutton’s life. 

Fraser, was the first to arrive. Sutton had never seen 
an angrier man. At times Fraser was so apoplectic that 
Sutton expected him to have a stroke on the spot. The 
police arrived shortly after Fraser. On being, questioned 
both Ram Swami and the Under Gardener had swom 
that it had been an accident. 

The police had gone now. Fraser had assured them 
that he had everything under control. Kalu Ram had 
been a popular figure with the villagers and Fraser was 
worried that there might be some sort of retaliatory 
trouble. He had ordered the Gurkha guards to be doubled 
around both bungalows and then he too had left. 

Kalu Ram had no known relatives so at least Sutton 
was spared the ordeal of having to face a grief stricken 
family. Everything was strangely quiet. 

The caption of the guards had asked Sutton to stay 
indoors, at least during the dark hours. With a feeling of 
relief at finally being alone, Sutton sat slumped in his 
favorites chair, steadily emptying a bottle of whisky. 

A soft cough made Sutton look up. Ram Swami 
stood in the doorway. ; 

“You still here, Ram Swami?” 

“Yes, Sahib,” he replied, coming further into the 
room. “Sahib,” he continued, “it has been a terrible 
night. I was wondering Sahib, if perhaps you would like 
the company of a woman tonight?” 

Sutton knew that most of the planters married and 
unmarried had their Indian mistresses but he himself 
had been able to find what he wanted on his frequent 
tripsto town. Tonight, however, the idea of a warm body 
beside him in bed sounded like a good idea. 

Taking another sip of his drink, he looked up at Ram 
Swami. “Who is she?” he queried. 

“Just a nice girl, clean and anxious to make you 
happy, Sahib.” 

Sutton swirled the whiskey around and around in 
his glass before replying. “Okay,” he finally decided, 
“have her wait in the bedroom.” Shortly thereafter Ram 
Swami retumed to tell him that the girl had arrived. 
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Sutton staggered into the bedroom. The girl came 
forward and helped him to the bed. 

“Sahib, like a massage?” she asked as soft hands 
started to work on tense muscles. Sutton closed his eyes 
and drifted into the welcome arms of sleep. 

An insistent voice woke him. “Sahib, your moming 
coffee and whiskey.” Ram Swami set the tray down on 
the bedside table and started opening the drapes. 

The light was too bright. “Leave those alone,” 
Sutton barked. Looking around, he noticed that the girl 
had already left. Good, he thought as he headed for the 
bathroom. He didn’t feel like making small talk with an 
Indian girl. 

At the door to the bathroom, he froze. A snake, a 
very large snake was lying on the tiled floor. What in the 
hell was this? Some sort of joke? “Get that damned 
snake out of here!” he yelled stepping back into the 
bedroom. 

The servant hurried to the bathroom door. “Sahib, 
there is no snake here.” 

“What do you mean, no snake? It was lying there in 
plain sight. Get some of the other men in here and search 
the room.” Sutton was getting angrier by the moment. 

A thorough search, with much banging, produced 
nothing. Just the cord from Sutton’s dressing gown. 
Could it have been a trick of the light? Too much to 
drink? Sutton shrugged and proceeded with his moming 
shower. 

Walking into the dim dining room for breakfast, he 
saw a sinuous movement across the carpet. Stopping 
abruptly, he stared. Just shadow play of the fluttering 
curtains. Sitting down he yelled to the bearer to bring 
him a whisky. Gulping the whiskey, he barely touched 
his food before heading out to where his Jeep and native 
driver waited by the front steps. 

“Salaam, Sahib,” greeted the driver. Sutton grunted 
an acknowledgement. Starting to climb in, he froze. 
What in the Hell was that in the rear of the Jeep? 

“Sahib?” the driver queried, “Something wrong?” 
The driver turned to see what Sutton was staring at and 
then reached around and picked up a coiled rope. “It’s 
just a rope we keep for emergencies, Sahib. Would you 
like me to throw it out?” 

Shaking his head, Sutton climbed into the passen- 
ger seat. 

Arriving at the factory he climbed out and started 
walking towards the doors. A rustle in the bushes caused 
him to freeze. A snake wriggled out and with lightening 
speed crossed the road inches from his feet. With a 
grimace of disgust, he hurried into the factory. 

Driving home again he was glad that this hot and 
horrible day was over. He was glad too, to get away from 
Fraser, who was still very unhappy about the accident. 


Now, with dinner over, it was his favorite part of the 
day. The cool evening, a comfortable chair, and a good 
bottle of Scotch. It was the only thing that made this 
heathen country bearable. 

Half the bottle of Scotch had already disappeared 
when Ram Swami arrived to inform him that the girl 
had returned and was waiting in the bedroom. Sutton 
grabbed the rest of the whiskey and headed unsteadily 
towards the bedroom. 

“Salaam, Sahib,” the pretty, young girl greeted him. 
Sutton grunted. “Last night, Sahib, you enjoyed the 
massage, would you like another one?” Sutton lay down 


Art 


on the bed. Soft hands worked over his body. Closing his 
eyes, he relaxed. 

He felt a soft nuzzling on his face and then a sudden 
sharp, stinging pain in his neck. Grabbing at the hurt 
area, he turned to yell at the girl. His eyes mirrored the 
horror uncurling in the depths of his soul as he found 
himself staring into the flared, hooded face of a giant 
Hamadryad. 

The last thing his dying brain registered was a dark 
face bending over him. 

“Sahib,” whispered a sibilant voice, “The Lord 
Shiva’s revenge is both swift and deadly.” Q 


by Robert L. Fleck 


“Must get the lines just right,” Boris said to himself as 
his thumbs firmly molded the cheeks of his statue. “You 
are nearly perfect, my dear.” 

Boris fluffed the raven hair of his latest work 
then stood back to examine what he had done so far. 
“The breasts must be firmer,” he said annoyed, and 
stepped forward to push and shape to his satisfaction. 

Standing back again, he took a longer look. The 
model’s head rested on the arm of the divan, eyes closed, 
lips parted. He could feel desire flowing from her. Her 
left arm rose up the back of the divan, the hand tilted, 
ready to stroke the hair of her partner, who would soon 
join her. Her right arm was set along her side, the hand 
lifted slightly, waiting to grasp her lover’s buttocks. Her 
legs were sprawled, the left up the back of the divan, the 
right stretched to the floor. 

“You are exquisite.” 

Breaking from his reverie, Boris looked at the 
model of her lover. “You, however, will take some 
work.” Boris shaped and smoothed, firming the chest 
and stomach to give some semblance of muscle. He 
molded the model’s legs, arms and shoulders, doing the 
best that was possible, with such limited resources. 
Still, something wasn’t right. Boris paced awhile, trying 
to discover what it was. He tried a blonde wig on the 
model but decided the lady would have better taste than 
that. He paused again to scan the problem. 

“Now I understand,” he said with a grin. “You 
should be a little happier to see the object of your 
adoration.” With a long thin plastic rod, Boris made his 
male model more impressive. 

At last the lovers were ready to be united. 
Gently, he lifted the model and set him down amidst the 
loving caresses of his femme fatale. Boris molded each 
limb into its proper position. The left leg supported the 
lover from the floor. The right leg was set on the divan 
at the knee, but tilting the body forward, the eternal 


partners almost touching. The hands were placed firmly 
beside her head, holding the lovers’ faces inches apart. 
Finally, he painstakingly shaped both model’s expres- 
sions just between anticipation and ecstasy. 

Boris smoothed the marks he had made and 
lovingly sprayed a fine acrylic mist over the lovers to 
preserve them together forever. At last his work was 
finished. He stood back to bask in the glow of his 
creation. “Eros Infinitum,” Boris christened his work, 
“You are my finest yet.” 

Soon, however, the joy of completion gave way 
to the passions that led to creation. Boris strolled across 
his work shop to the door to his chamber of models. 
Opening the door, Boris paused a moment, his ears 
awash with the sweet wailings of terror and despair 
which emerged from within the large stone-walled 
room. 

Slowly he paced down the aisle between his 
models, strapped so carefully to the walls to protect 
their still fragile flesh. Finally he stopped before a petite 
blonde and smiled serenely. 

“You shall be the one, my dear. The next great 
work of Boris Eliovich.” Boris pulled a needle filled with 
a shimmering golden liquid from his smock, as the 
petite blonde struggled and screamed. “You see, my 
dear,” Boris said sympathetically, “Art is a relative 
concept. To some it can only mean the work of men 
who've been dead at least a century. To others, it can 
mean anything from a pile of trash to pomography. Then 
there are the truly avant-garde, such as myself.” 

Boris punctuated his remarks by skillfully slid- 
ing the needle carefully into his model's arm and forcing 
the sweet golden potion into her veins. Within mo- 
ments her blood was running slower than honey on a 
cold autumn day. And when herflesh had firmed enough. 
Boris pushed the girls lips into asmile. 2 
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Poems Home: 


Only at Night 


by Jon L. Herron 
I know the horror 
which haunts the night. 
For I am afflicted 
with this dreadful plight. 
I wander with purpose 
through darkened streets 
searching for someone 
who's quite discreet. 
Someone quite lonely 
out late at night. 
For I prey cautiously, 
and out of eyesight. 
Being real careful 
to avoid a sunburst. 
I will most likely 
quench my great thirst. 
I’m sure you all know, 
or at least, now you should 
that I can be stopped 
by a sharp piece of wood, 
blessed holy water, 
a zealot’s cross, 
a string of garlic, 
or the cursed sun’s gloss. 
A glance in my eyes 
fills you with desire. 
A “kiss” from my lips, 
sets your soul on fire. 
Once you are “kissed,” 
there’s no funeral pyre. 
You'll become like me, 
adreaded vampire. Q 
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Cold Hotel 


by Ray Faraday Nelson 
The following sonnet by Ray Faraday Nelson won 
second prize at the Poet’s Dinner held in Berkeley on 
March 14, 1987. 


We present it for those of you who have not yet seen 
it in print and for those of you who have, maybe a 
little inspiration. 


There is an Inn beyond the Sunset Sea 
Where guests speak not a single whispered word, 
Where servants move in silence and a bird 
Sits mute upon a black and leafless tree. 
There is an Inn, and to each door a key 
Of rusted iron in a style absurd. 
I found one somewhere, somewhere overheard 
That there’s a place reserved for you and me, 
A table, chair, a vast archaic bed, 
A mirror that reflects a dreary room, 
No colors, just a black, a white, a gray. 
A question forms. It’s better left unsaid, 
As shadows deepen in the breathless gloom. 
Where will we go upon the break of day? Qn 
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Writers, Poets, & Artists: 


Not Without Sorcery: The Genius of Theodore Sturgeon 


by Lars Kyrie 


There were, before the New Wave movement which 
swept Science Fiction in the 1960s, very few SF writers 
who could compete in the Mainstream Literary field. 
Many of them probably wouldn’t have wanted to.. 
they wrote SF because that’s what they wanted to write. 
But there were a few, a handful, who could, and did 
bridge the gap, making their marks in both areas of 
fiction. Their leader was Theodore Sturgeon. 

Sturgeon’s first published SF story was 1939’s The 
Ether Breather, which made fun of the television indus- 
try at a time when the industry was in its infancy. The 
next year, in John W. Campbell’s Unknown, Sturgeon 
published his first real masterpicce, It. This story, about 
a shambling muck-encrusted horror which terrorizes a 
family, before it is destroyed, was the inspiration for 
numerous later monsters, such as the comic book Swamp 
Thing. 

Sturgeon’s stories frequently set the standard in the 
SF industry. As writer Paul Williams said in Sturgeon’s 
Locus obituary, he “specialized in the tour-de-force.” 
Again and again, he elected to write on taboo or highly 
unlikely subject matter. The World Well Lost (1953) and 
Affair With A Green Monkey (1957) are about homo- 
sexuality; If All Men Were Brothers, Would You Let One 
Marry Your Sister! (1967) is a story about incest; Mr. 
Costello, Hero (1953) was Sturgeon’s response to the 
repressive, communist witch-hunting McCarthy Era in 
American politics. This story is as powerful a statement 
about the abuse of power today, as it was thirty-seven 
years ago. 

Sturgeon’s greatest strength was his ability tobreathe 
life into his characters. Rarely did he use the scientists 
and world-class heroes relied upon by other SF writers. 
His characters are almost invariably small-timers, people 
living alone in boarding houses, lonely people, people 
looking for something. He shared Philip K. Dick’s love 
of the common man. 

Love was his great theme; in scores of short stories, 
and in his novels: More Than Human, The Cosmic Rape, 
Venus Plus X, and his powerful posthumous Godbody, 
among others — Sturgeon explored the different shades 
and strata of love. One of his favorite terms was syzygy, 
which refers to the way single-celled creatures repro- 
duce, but in Sturgeon’s lexicon, a kind of sexless sex 
which crops up in anumber of stories, such as Jt Wasn’t 
Syzygy (1948). 

Sturgeon wasn’t all seriousness though — far from 
it. He was known throughout fandom, in which he took 


an active part, as a master punster who would put Piers 
Anthony to shame. His Pruzy’s Pot (1972), published in 
National Lampoon, was about an alien toilet. Uncle 
Fremmis (1970) is about a man who can cure people of 
their various psychological problems by striking them 
on the appropriate part of their body, the way one might 
strike an old toaster oven to make it work just one more 
time. The story ends appropriately enough with Uncle 
Femmis curing his spendthrift nephew by kicking him 
in the relevant part of his anatomy. 

Too much of Sturgeon’s work, collected in fifteen or 
so paperbacks, is out of print. At thistime, Godbody, More 
Than Human, Venus Plus X, and The Golden Helix are 
available in most bookstores, but unless you're willing 
to search through second hand bookstores, the majority 
of his work is unavailable. I urge you to do just that .. . 
search the old bookstores, because Sturgeon remains 
with us in spirit and through his works is one of the most 
brilliant writers of our genre. As Samuel Delany put it, 
“by a marvellous accident” Theodore Sturgeon wrote 
science fiction. Q 
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Deathdance continued from Page 16 


smelled the sudden stench of mold, dampness, and 
decay. He tried to tum, but his muscles refused to 
respond. 

“So Daniel, we meet at last.” The cold dry voice 
reminded Daniel of wind blowing through a cave. 

A shadow ran across his face, then a figure shrouded 
in black stepped into his limited field of view. A death- 
head with empty, honeycombed eye sockets leered out 
from the cavernous shadow of a billowy black hood. 

“Don’t fear me.” said the Reaper. 

The silence flowed back into Daniel’s ears, as 
vacuum swallowed the dark angel's words. 

“You know who! am, of course. All men recognize 
me in their own way. I’m glad we may finally have a 
word together.” 

Daniel tried to speak, but his throat remained 
locked. Death nodded toward him, and suddenly the 
words spilled out. 

“Am I dead, then?” 

“No not yet. The instant of a man’s death is time- 
less you may take all the time you need to decide.” 

“To decide?” 

“Whether you wish to come with me or not.” 

Daniel was taken aback, stricken into silence. 

“But if you are Death-who stole my brother Jack 
from me last winter, who snatches children from their 
cradles, lovers from each other’s arms —” 

“Yes, lam Death —” the Reaper intermpted, “Ican 
obliterate kings, emperors, empires! Mountains tum to 
dust before me-the seasons, the sun, the stars in heaven 
all fall at a gesture from my hand.” His voice dropped 
low. “Yet, still. I have come here to ask... will you 
come with me?” 

Daniel blinked his eyes, unable to move more than 
that. He felt utterly helpless lying in the cold mud. Once 
more, he found his voice. 

“And if I refuse?” 

Death’s response was not an answer. 

“Unlike many, you do have a choice of course, I 
wouldn’t ask you to decide so quickly, Daniel. I have 
more than etemity to await your decision. But first, let 
me give you a few details-your spine has been severed, 
and you are left here helpless. You cannot move your 
arms or legs; you cannot eat, you cannot speak. Anyone 
who finds you, here among the other slain of the battle, 
will take you for dead. You will lie here, unable to move 
as the crows peck at your eyes-and, blind, you will 
slowly starve until at last you call for me to retum. 
Surely, Daniel this is not the death you desire? Far better 
that you be slain in battle now fighting for your Lord, is 
it not?” 

Daniel didn’t answer. 
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“Come I will show you something first.” Death 
motioned for him to follow. 

Daniel walled himself off with suspicion, and hesi- 
tated. “This is some manner of trickery.” 

For the first time, he heard a tinge of anger in the 
Reaper’s hollow voice. 

“Daniel, I could crush your very soul out of ex- 
istence with the tip of one finger. I have no need of 
tricks.” 

Daniel felt as if ahand had been lifted from his chest, 
and he stood up to walk beside Death on the battlefield. 
He felt strangely lightheaded, ethereal, as if walking 
without touching the ground. 

“I think you have already guessed how this battle 
willend, Daniel . . .but would you be interested to know 
that this war will bring itself to a panting halt many 
years from now, more out of exhaustion than victory?” 

Daniel paused a long time, then shook his head. 
“No... I honestly don’t think I'd be interested.” 

The Reaper laughed with a dry rattling chuckle. “I 
should have expected such a reply! But rest assured I 
take no sides.” 

They paused before the motionless figure of a large 
grubby soldier engaged in a frozen duel with a younger 
fair-haired man. 

“See, this man was one of your comrades. You 
remember him well as a friendless, unpleasant, and foul 
mouthed man.” 

Death clapped a bony hand on the man’s shoulder, 
then moved away with a mustle of musty black shadow- 
garments to stand by the fair-haired soldier. 

“And this man, has a wife and three daughters. He 
is hard-working and well-liked, but he is poor.” The 
Reaper traced a line on the young man’s cheek with a 
long skeletal finger. “And after he has died today, his 
wife and daughters will go hungry, to starve slowly this 
winter, until I come for them one by one. Is that fair 
enough for you?” 

Daniel gazed into the hollow sockets where eyes 
should have been, wondering if they stared back at him. 
“Death, you are cruel.” 

“Cruel? You misunderstand. Sadness, hunger, dis- 
ease, and pain are trademarks of life, not Death. Iam an 
option-a way out. I am fair to all men.” 

Daniel tured to point at the horseman still holding 
his blade, dripping Daniel’s blood. 

“Then Reaper if you are indeed fair, strike me down 
that man who struck me from behind. You need only to 
touch him. Grant me vengeance.” 

Death laughed again, lightly moving through the 
motionless battlefield and forcing Daniel todance quickly 
in order to catch up. , 

“Daniel, if I granted each man vengeance upon his 
killer — you yourself would have been dead many times 


over! But rest assured, this man already carries his own 
death within him, drawn from a whore he visited in 
London. It will fester within him and he will die, and 
bring death to his wife, and to his daughter in incest. He 
will die, and his death will not be remembered as a 
valiant one.” 

Daniel allowed himself a satisfied smile. The Reaper 
stopped and turned to him. “Ibelieve I have said all that 
is necessary. But before I ask for your decision, I’d like 
you to speak to someone... .” 

“Daniel!” 

The man tumed to see the thin minstrel coming 
toward him, dodging the petrified soldiers as a deer 
might slip around trees in a forest. 

“Artis!” 

The minstrel came up to Daniel, smiling almost 
sheepishly. 

“It appears my career as a great warrior ended a little 
sooner than I had anticipated.” 

Daniel laughed alittle, uncomfortable with himself 
as he realized how glad he was to see Artis. “No sooner 
than I expected.” 

Artis looked deeply into the other's eyes, silently 
altering the subject. “You were careless to tum your 
back on a naked blade, if only to gawk at me.” 

“You saw that? Even after you had fallen?” 

The minstrel drew a mouthful of air. “I stood here 
when Death touched your shoulder.” 

Daniel stiffened, “And the Reaper has sent you here 
to convince me to die.” 

Artis smiled, shrugging. 

“One does not wish to make an enemy of Death 
Daniel, please don’t resist, don’t want to resist-youdon’t 
know what it’s like here. It is fascinating, enthralling, 
even grander than the grand things I sang about. Do you 
know the things we can do now, that we could never do 
before? We stand here unhindered by life! We can go 
anywhere, be anything, see everything! Artis’ voice 
dropped. “Do you know how beautiful a storm is once 
you can stand and watch without having to fear it will 
destroy your fields or ruin you home?” 

He looked at Daniel. The Reaper has told me every- 
thing about you I did not already know. What does your 
life have to offer you that you can’t have here? Women? 
They didn’t mean that much toyou Daniel, but here you 
can have every woman that ever lived. See Helen of 
Troy, Cleopatra, see the Lady Gwenevier, all the beau- 
tiful goddesses I’ve sung about!” What else? Gold? What 
good is gold to you now? All the gold in the world 
wouldn’t buy you a minute from Death if he truly 
insisted on taking you. We are dust, Daniel, dust in the 
wind .. .nothing, And yet, Death comes tous all, one by 
one, talks to us, coaxes us, takes none against his will. 
Not even your brother Jack.” 


Daniel faltered. “Don’t —” 

But Artis’s eyes shimmered with the rapid words 
almost singing from his throat. 

“Come with me, Daniel, think of what we can do. 
We can travel to lands never before seen by Christian 
men! We can pass through the thickest forest in the 
blink of an eye, ignore the fiercest beasts. We can visit 
Rome, and even Constantinople without fearing the 
Turks. We can stand on a mountaintop and look down 
on eagles nests, look down upon all the land! Come with 
me, Daniel — we have a world to explore.” 

Daniel stood as still as the other frozen soldiers on 
the battlefield, letting the incredible silence engulf him. 
It was a silence not broken by a single heartbeat or 
breathing . . . not even his own. 

“Jack is here?” 

“Yes. And so am I.” 

He had no idea how long he stood in the silence. 
Then slowly, almost imperceptibly, he nodded. 

The Reaper appeared before him. “Shall we seal this 
deal with a handshake?” 

Death held out his bony hand, and Daniel shud- 
dered but slowly, extended his own. He expected the 
grip of Death to be cold-but it was warm and firm, 
reassuring. 

Daniel felt no change. 

Artis smiled. “Come on, Daniel! Where shall we go 
first? You pick!” 

Death tumed, letting his black cowl ripple like 
liquid shadows pouringinto the air. Daniel could almost 
imagine a grin on the leering skeletal face. 

“T will leave you two now. This is a battlefield, and 
Ihave much work to do.” The Reaper flowed back into 
the frozen melee as the unmoving battleground slowly 
came back to life. 

A large grubby soldier failed to dodge as a sword 
plunged into his chest; he fell with a grunt as his slayer- 
a young fair-haired man with a wife and three daughters- 
choked on an arrow that had pierced his throat. 

Daniel looked around once at his old comrades, 
those pitiful soldiers who would all probably speak 
intimately with Death today. He realized that they had 
never truly been his friends. He felt a rising excitement 
within him as he and the minstrel departed. They had 
decided to go see Rome. And no one on the battlefield 
noticed his passing. Q 
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Book Reviews: 


From The Reader’s Chair 


Reviews by ElizaBeth A. Gilligan 
JS Games End by Kevin J. Anderson, Del 
Ray Books in paperback for $3.95 and will be on 
the bookshelves this month! 


This book is the concluding volume of Anderson's The 
Gamearth Trilogy. The trilogy revolves around four 
people and the characters they play in the Game. David, 
the “Game Master,” Scott, Tyrone and Melanie play a 
Game of their own design: a compilation of other 
adventure role-playing games they’ve played in the past. 

The Game was created to fulfill the fundamental 
“Rule #1: Always have fun!” As the Game and its world 
are created with layers upon layers of woven adventures 
and player-character “histories,” the Game takes on a 
reality of its own, gradually escaping the control of the 
Game Master and affecting the realm of reality. Of the 
players, only David seems to recognize the danger. 
Tyrone and Scott deny the possibility of the Game 
taking on proportions beyond the realm of the Game 
board. Melanie has become the willing pawn of the 
magical influences of the Game. In this, the third and 
final book, David struggles to regain control and save his 
friends. 

Games End, as well as the first two books of 
Anderson’s trilogy, fit that sub-genre within Fantasy 
that attracts the “gamers.” All too frequently, I’ve been 
disappointed to find that writing technique has been 
slaughtered for the sake of fast action, light plot and 
characterization and “the adventure/game.” Finally, I 
have found the first elements of good writing in this sub- 
genre in Anderson’s trilogy. 

If you haven’t already read the first two books, do 
that first... but Anderson's book is a good read for 
Fantasy readers... even for those of us normally exas- 
perated with “role-playing” adventure novels. 


TekWars, by William Shatner. Available in 
hardback for $17.95 (the price has dropped from 
$22.95) from Putnam Books. Dove Publications has 
produced a cassette tape with Shatner reading an 
excerpt version, also available for $17.95. Putnam 
Books has just released the paperback version for 
$4.50. 


William Shatner. Captain James T. Kirk! (Some of 
you may even think of T. J. Hooker.) 
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The association has been built up over Shatner’s 
many years in the public eye, whether you’rea “Trekkie” 
or not. I, however, will always remember him inthe skit 
he did on Saturday Night Live where he was supposed 
to be the Guest of Honor at a Trekkie convention. After 
several questions from the audience, Shatner, aka Cap- 
tain Kirk, blurts our “Get a life!” To me, part of the 
humor in that scene was that Shatner himself had not 
been able to successfully escape the role. Captain James 
T. Kirk seems to be part of his persona — and shades of 
Kirk colorevery performance he’s made sine the original 
Star Trek was cancelled. So, needless to say, I was 
delighted to see that Shatner had written a science/ 
fiction/action/adventure novel (and has ‘gotten a life’ 
away from Star Trek.) 

Of the options available to me, I elected to listen to 
Shatner’s performance of his written work. His novel is 
the story of Jake Cardigan, a police officer, addicted to 
“tek” — the 21st century's addiction of choice — and 
wrongfully, accused of being a “bad cop.” Forhis crimes, 
he is sentenced to a cryogenic prison for 15 years. After 
only three years, Jake’s old partner — now working for 
a very influential detective agency — manages to get 
Jake on probation so that he can help solve the case of a 
missing doctor and his daughter. 

Shatner’s vision of 21st century Earth, while not 
entirely unique, is well-developed and plausible. The 
mystery aspects of the story are well handled. Shatner 
does not betray his readers by misleading them, and 
there’s enough to keep readers second guessing them- 
selves. No one should feel cheated in the conclusion of 
the mystery, because all the details are there. 

Technology and the “drug”, Tek, are well thought 
out and it is very obvious that Shatner has put his many 
years in the SF community to good use. In TekWars, 
Shatner has make natural conclusions to technological 
developments, their societal influences and creatively 
meshed them into the story. 

My initial reaction to this book was to be very 
pleased with Shatner’s efforts, for indeed he has gotten 
himself a new life . .. as a SF writer. I see the potential 
for Shatner to write some excellent books in the future. 
However, on reflecting on the strengths and weaknesses 
of this particular work, I realized that the greatest 
weakness had been in characterization. Strong charac- 
ter can make a passable book absolutely unforgettable, 
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but Shatner’s characters weren't particularly memo- 
rable or strong. 

The best characterization in the entire book would 
have to be that of the android duplicate of the missing 
scientist’s daughter .. . yet, his characterization of her 
made the real weaknesses in the other characters all the 
more apparent. All the women sounded and acted alike. 
Women made of the same mold. The main female 
characters — for there is nor real heroine in the book — 
are: 1) a Guerilla leader who controls Mexico;2) his ex- 
wife; 3) the android. 

Even the Guerilla leader, who controls an army, and 
is known for her ferocity is nothing more than a 
“feelgood” girl when she’s with Jake. Any of these 
women, I would have expected to be having a major 
encounter with Captain James T. Kirk. The android does 
actively go beyond this degrading, stereotypical behav- 
iorin herfinal moments, but ... Andthe moreI thought 
of it, Jake Cardigan is not so very different from Captain 
Kirk, with a little T.J. Hooker mixed in for good mea- 
sure. 
Essentially, this is a good book — weakmesses and 
all. It’s a good start for a writing career, and I wish 
Shatner all the best. I plan to buy his next book to see 
howhe develops . . .but Iwouldn’t buy athird book ifhis 
characterization remains as weak as it is in TekWar. 
Overall, this book is worth reading if you like the Sam 
Spade/Indiana Jones type of action and adventure in 
your SF, but I’d buy it in paperback first. 

Live longand prosper, James T.—er, Mr. Shatner! Q 


Other Reviews 


Warrior’s Woman, by Johanna Lindsey. 
Published by Avon Books in paperback. Price 


$4.95. 


Normally, this is not the kind of book that I read . . . or 
would consider reviewing . . . especially not for a SF/F/ 
H magazine, but . . . Let’s face it SF/F/H community, the 
Mainstream Genre has taken its first shot at enveloping 
(embracing?) Science Fiction and Fantasy. 

Lindsey has written a very light SF/F romance 
novel. (Very light in Science Fiction/Fantasy, and HEAVY 
on heaving breasts and pulsating flesh.) You'll recognize 
it on the newsstands for what it is: one of those big, 
pulpy, soft-core romance novels. It just barely rates the 
SF/F tag because the heroine comes back from exile on 
another planet to reclaim her kingdom and must accept 
the aid of a barbarian. Other than these elements, it’s 
still you basic hot, throbbing, pulsating flesh kind of 
romance novel. Good for a giggle and a little titillation, 
if you’re inthe mood for that. It also gives the average SF/ 
F reader an adea what “the other genres” think we're all 
about. Ah, well, perhaps they’ll learn in time. Q 
Fellow readers, let us not forget... read, read, read! 
If you want books for the future, you must buy them 
and read them today. 


Have comments? Read something you particularly 
liked? Let me know about it! Until next time, good 
reading! EAG QQ 


Mantis, by E. B. Stambaugh. Futura Publications, Great Britain, 1989. 


Reviewed by: P. D. Cacek 


If you're the type of person who can while away the 
hours quietly watching insects scurry through the tall 
grass, then this book is for you. If, however, the sight of 
anything with more than four legs sends you scurrying 
for cover... then this book is definitely for you! 

When Clarice Boomer, a senior citizen with astrong 
sense of purpose and personality to match, purchases a 
mesh bag containing praying mantis egg cases, she sees 
it merely as indulging her extravagant gardening budget 
and thinks no more about it... 

... until she recalled the two mantises she’d seen 
mate when she was a child, and the horror she felt 
watching the female devour the male. Silently, she vows 
to put the insects from her mind. 

A vow she keeps only until her “niece” Julie phones 
in urgent need of a bug for her summer biology class. 
Butterflies and bees just won’t cut it. Julie wants “some- 
thing different.” 


Naturally Clarice thinks about the egg cases and 
promises the girl one despite her own feelings of revul- 
sion. Not that Clarice could do anything else. Having 
raised Julie’s father Jerrod, since the death of his mother, 
the old woman sees herself as an indispensable part of 
their family unit. 

Finding a jar, Clarice goes out into her garden for the 
“specimen” and, to her horror, sees that the cases are 
hatching. Fighting down the panic she feels, Clarice 
watches as a leaf — with a baby mantis on board — is 
caught by the wind and carried off in the direction of the 
Toxic Waste Dump. 

When Clarice arrives at the Rudd home the next 
moming, all but one of the mantis babies (the fat) seem 
to have escaped. Not so, she learns from Julie — by this 
time an expert on the insects. The other babies, Clarice 
is told, were consumed by “Eloise”, the “awesome” 


science project. Continued on the following page 
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(Ah, the reader says... mantises are cannibals, I'l] 
have to remember that.) 

Soon afterwards, Jerrod Rudd, Julie’s father and 
Pleasant Grove’s Police Chief, is visited by a local Park 
Ranger, who show him the mutilated, disemboweled 
carcasses of a half dozen small creatures. “Something” 
got to them, he tells Rudd, but doesn’t know what. All 
he can be sure of is that it leaves no footprints and has 
acid in it’s saliva. 

Six weeks later “something” breaks into the Ani- 
mal Shelter and slaughters every creature in it. At the 
same time a local rancher stops by and demands that 
Rudd come to his stables... where “something” has 
attacked his horses. 

By comparing the bite radius from the current 
attacks to the one on the animals brought in by the 


Movie Moments: 
by Andrea Leigh Wolf 


Arachnophobia 


Finally, a real “creature “feature! Scary in the real sense 
of the word, in some parts, even terrifying. A real 
thriller! Arachnophobia relies on the audience's fear of 
spiders, rather than the usual blood and gore or special 
effects, to frighten you out of your wits! 

Frank Marshall made his directorial debut, and 
what a debut it was. I can only hope that he has more 
films of this caliber up his very creative sleeves. 

I consider myself a hard-core monster movie buff; 
and to hear that Arachnophobia was a comedy/thriller 
wasn’t what I wanted to hear. This movie however, is 
not funny. A carefully planted funny line does not a 
comedy make. Marshall’s attempt to inter-weave a few 
funny lines, to break the terrifying flow of the film, 
didn’t work for me. I thought that those funny lines, few 
that they were, did give the characters realism. But, from 
the first scene, I was on an emotional roller coaster. My 
heart still pounded as I left the theater. During the film, 
I heard more screams and gasps from the audience, then 
laughs. No, Arachnophobia is not a comedy. 

The opening photography, taken high above the 
South American rain forests, is fantastic. And the pho- 
tography remains great throughout the film, a credit to 
the whole crew. 

John Goodman, (Delbert the Exterminator} Jeff 
Daniels, (Dr. Ross Jennings) and the veteran character 
actor, Henry Jones (the aging town doctor) combine 
their talents to lend credence to this film. 

The combination of spectacular scenery, science 
fact, an excellent cast, and a well plotted script make 
this film a credit to its production staff. No special 
effects are needed in this film... the spiders do an 
excellent job. Ithink Arachnophobia will bea major box 
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ranger, Rudd determines that the “something”, as well 
as its’ appetite, is growing . . . into perfect people eating 
size. 

Now ...do we all know what this “something” is? 

Of course we do! But in no way does the knowledge 
distract from the book’s attraction. The author keeps 
our interest by weaving together the ordinary (first love, 
marital strife, jealousy) with the fantastic; and does soin 
a style that is as fresh as an autumn breeze through a 
graveyard. 

Mantis is the kind of light escapist fiction that the 
modern world needs more of. E. B. Stambaugh has re- 
captured the tingle we all felt (or, insome cases, still feel) 
when we turned off the lights and settled back to watch 
old monster movies on Creature Features. Q 


office success. The story is believable, scary, and well 
worth the price of a ticket. 

Arachnophobia shouldn't be missed by any of you 
who have been waiting for a good “creature feature” in 
the tradition of the fifties, when science fiction was not 
totally dependant upon special effects. 

Although this film carries a PG rating, I don’t 
believe that the many young children in the audience 
where entertained as much as terrified. Again, I stress, 
this is not acomedy, but a very intense journey into the 
mind, which in some instances could have a adverse 
effect on young children. 

I have to rate Arachnophobia *****. Q 


Ghost 


If you believe that life on Earth is only one level of 
existence, this is a film deserving of thought. Ghost is a 
love story! A story of a young couple, just beginning 
their lives together, when their lives are shattered by the 
death of Sam Wheat, played superbly by Patrick Swayze. 
Swayze does the best acting of his career, in this review- 
ers opinion. As Sam, an accounts officer of a large bank, 
he happens upon incorrect accounts in the bank's com- 
puter system, but is killed before he can discover much 
more. His soul is trapped and he finds out from other 
trapped souls that he has special powers. Molly Jensen, 
played excellently by Demi Moore, is a struggling artist 
whose love for Sam is so strong, she is unable to let go 
of him. Sam discovers that Molly’s life is in danger. He 
tries desperately to communicate with her, but she is 
unable to hear him. Enter Otta Mae Brown, a medium, 
played hilariously and stunningly by Whoopi Goldberg, 
the only living person who can help Sam communicate 


with Molly. Continued on the following page 


Ghost has a refreshingly strong plot line and offers 
the audience adventure, thrilling special effects, and a 
beautiful love story. This fantasy film is a credit to its 
entire production staff. 

' The purpose of going to a movie is to be whisked 
away into a different place and time. Ghost is com- 
pletely successful in attaining this goal. I predict that 
Ghost will be a major hit for the summer of 1990. I rate 
this totally entertaining and refreshing fantasy film 
arene . Q 


Ray Faraday Nelson continued from Page 6 


egon — they have formed a new nation. And this is 
the story of a kind of rock star’s rise to fame in this 
setting. The next book is called With Friends Like 
These, and it’s a murder mystery set in the sixties, in 
Berkeley. Finally, there’s a book called Goblins Rule, 
which is a sort of horror/science fiction story about 
goblins that live amongst us unseen. It’s faintly 
reminiscent of They Live, but in They Live the 
creatures come from outer space and are sort of 
yuppies with commercial interests. The goblins in 
Goblins Rule have no commercial interest. 

AE: You've written elsewhere of your interest in and 
admiration of Jack London. You’ve got the plaque 
there on the wall, The Jack London Award; what, for 
you, is the attraction of Jack London, whom I believe 
you've referred to as the True Father of American 
Science Fiction? 

Nelson: His first books, which are his most famous 
books, were about outdoor adventure. The Call of the 
Wild, for instance. In these stories, Jack London 
worked out the idea of presenting philosophical ideas 
in action stories. What I learned from him most, was 
that you could embody philosophical ideas in action 
stories without having long preachy passages. He 
showed by example, how that could be done. He 
himself moved more and more in the direction of 
science fiction, because there, he could control the 
backgrounds as well as the foregrounds. The last 
book he wrote, The Star Rover, is science fiction pure 
and simple. 

AE: Isn't it true that you invented the propeller beanie? 

Nelson: (Laughs.) Yes it is, strange to say. That was in 
1947, when science fiction fandom was just begin- 
ning, and I was holding a regional science fiction 
convention in my front room. After we had the 
discussions, we held a joke photograph session, and 
we needed appropriate headgear for a space hero. And 
so, out of a whirligig and some strips of plastic and a 
staple gun, I put together the first propeller beanie. A 
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guy in California, named Bob Clampett had a puppet 
show which you may have heard of — Beanie and 
Cecil the Seasick Serpent. And this puppet show got 
picked up on national television and became a car- 
toon series which was enormously popular. So the 
propeller beanies became an enormously successful 
product during the time Beanie and Cecil were on 
television. 

AE: Someone made millions of dollars. 

Nelson: Oh, yeah? Not me. (Laughs.) 

AE: What writers influenced your work? 

Nelson: Among my contemporaries, there are fournames 
which immediately come to mind: Philip K. Dick, 
Ray Bradbury, Robert Heinlein, and L. Ron Hubbard. 
Of people from the past, Jack London is an enormous 
influence. Other than him, Ambrose Bierce, Jules 
Veme, and H. G. Wells; Rider Haggard, the Pre- 
Raphaelites— William Morris, Dante Gabriel 
Rossetti. And of course William Blake, especially in 
his myth-making phase. And the old Weird Tales 
gang — H. P. Lovecraft, Clark Ashton Smith, and 
Robert E. Howard. 

AE: Which of your books is your favorite? 

Nelson: Right now, its Dogheaded Death. But I have 
moods. (Laughs.} 

AE: What advice would you have for any beginning 
writers who might be reading this? 

Nelson: Well, I think that just by writing science fiction, 
fantasy, or horror, you will have improved your 
chances of getting published by many orders of mag- 
nitude. Because what I call anti-realist literature is 
alive and kicking, but hardcore realist literature is 
not alive and kicking. Only a few major names are 
able to get published at all in the hardcore realist 
genre, whereas even second-rate — or even third rate 
anti-realist fiction gets published with a reasonable 
degree of frequency. And so, just by choosing to write 
anti-realist fiction, and not realist fiction, you have 
taken a great step toward publication. Q 


Amazing Experiences — September/October, 1990 51 


Video Views 


by Jon L. Herron 
My Rating System 


***** Excellent, must see 
**** Very Good, must see 
*** Good, better than average 
** Fair, if you have nothing better to do 
* Poor, don’t waste your time 
+ used to increase by 1/4 star 


Remember, this is only my subjective opinion! I ratemy 
videos according to prior videos in the same class and 
category. Five stars may not mean that it’s a classic, but 
it DOES mean that it is one of the best videos that I have 
seen in that particular category or class. 


*** Tremors 


Val (Kevin Bacon) and Earl (Fred Ward) are handymen, 
living in the secluded desert town of Perfection. They do 
odd jobs for the few valley residents and dream of leaving 
for the big city and happier lives. They meet the new 
seismology graduate student Rhonda (Finn Carter) who 
is busily conducting her research on seismographic 
activity in the area. She has been getting some rather 
strange readings on her instruments. She asks, “Do you 
boys know if there is any blasting going on in the area?” 
“No.” The plot thickens. 

On their way into town Val and Earl discover the 
town drunk sitting an electrical tower. They yell to 
him, but he doesn’t hear them. Val climbs the tower to 
find the old drunk dead. He died holding his Winchester 
30-30. “Is it a heart attack?” they ask the town doctor. 
“No, he died of dehydration. I'd say he’d been there for 
about 3 or 4 days.” The plot thickens further. 

We see an old farmer working in his garden. His 
sheep begin to pace nervously. He continues to hoe his 
garden, when suddenly he is grabbed from below and 
pulled screaming, slowly into the ground. 

Next two highway workers are pulled from below 
into the ground. Val and Earl discover blood and a nearly 
empty hat lying on the ground at the farmer's house. 
They later discover what remains of the two highway 
workers, blood and brains scattered on the ground. What 
is killing these people? 

Although it is never really sufficiently explained, it 
appears that some prehistoric underground reptiles, 
who have just awoken after a billion year nap, are the 
cause of all the turmoil. 

The story is the collaboration of S. S. Wilson, Brent 
Maddock, & Ron Underwood, and is directed by 
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Underwood. The supporting cast includes the husband 
& wife survivalist team of Michael Gross & Reba 
McEntire, the town store owner played by Victor Wong, 
a young ruffian played by Bobby Jacoby & the young 
mother played by Ariana Richards. 

Plenty of old fashioned “creature features” horror 
and some funny situations and lines make this video a 
fun escapist venture.*** 


**4+++ Nightwish 
A parapsychologist (Jack Starrett) conducts experiments 
into dreams, watching each dream on a television moni- 
tor, & trying to get his students, who are connected to 
electrodes and floating in a deprivation tank, to project 
their own deaths in a dream. 

The students end up in an old secluded house over 
a mine, in order to conduct further parapsychology 
experiments, along with their teacher. The students: 
Jack (Clayton Rohner, Kim (Alisha Das), Donna (Eliza- 
beth Kaitan}, and Bill (Arthur Cybuelski) are supported 
by Dean (Brian Thompson], Stanley (Robert Tessier) & 
Wendall (Tom Dugan) in a well photographed Horror/ 
Science Fiction video which has some clever special 
effects engineered by Peter Kuran. This film was written 
and directed by Bruce R. Cook, whose story line goes 
from dreams, to entities, to aliens, and back to dreams. 

There are some funny moments and some nearly 
scary moments, but mostly you'll end up wondering .. . 
A semi-entertaining way to spend a rainy evening. 


*4+4 The 13th Floor 


This supematural ghost tale written and directed by 
Chris Roache is a rather predictable Australian made 
video about a girl who runs away from home with some 
incriminating papers which belong to her father. We 
never actually find out what the paper say, noris it really 
important, since they are the ruse to make this film 
seem to nearly have a plot. If it does, it escaped me. 
Heather (Lisa Hensley) had, twelve years earlier, 
witnessed her father (Tony Blackett) electrocute a young 
boy on the thirteenth floor of a high rise under construc- 
tion. Her father is now running for Parliament and she 
tries to elude him, we never find out why, especially 
since he hasn’t done anything to her during the earlier 
twelve years. He knows she saw him kill the boy, but 
nothing is ever said about that. Anyway, she steals the 


papers and hides . . . you guessed it ...on the thirteenth 
floor of the same building. The thirteenth floor has had 
electrical problems since it was built and is now vacant. 

Heather meets a welfare worker John Burke 
(Tim McKenzie), while she hides out with her friends 
Rebecca (Miranda Otto) a junkie, and Brett (Jeff Truman}, 


Coming to Video 


by Jon L. Herron 


The immortalizer 9/1 


According to the demented Dr. Devine, the secret to 
eternal youth is: use your brain! For one million dollars 
he'll transplant your brain into the young, sexy body 
you've always wanted. RCA Columbia. 


Lord of the Flies 9/1 


The first thing they lost in paradise was their humanity. 
This film showsus, onceand forall, what truly separates 
man from beast... Very little. Nelson Entertainment. 


Quest For the Mighty Sword 9/1 


In a world of dragons, dungeons, dwelling demons, and 
two headed swordsmen, man is at the mercy of the evil 
and wicked god, Thorn. It’s up to Ator and the scared 
sword of Graal to save the world from doom and destruc- 
tion. RCA Columbia. 


The Handmaid’s Tale 9/5 


Once upon a time in the near future, sex became a 
method of control... and a weapon of destruction. A 
taut, chilling, psychosexual thriller. Stars: Elizabeth 
McGovem, Faye Dunaway, & Robert Duvall. HBO 
Video. 


Nightbreed 9/5 


From Clive Barker, the creater of Hellraiser, come meet 
the dead of night. Stars: Craig Sheffer, Anne Bobby, 
David Cronenberg, & Charles Haid. Media. 


Time of the Gypsies 9/6 


A potent mix of comedy, drama, and the supematural. 
The international hit that took the best director prize at 
Cannes. A fascinating and unconventional look at gypsie 
life, it is the story of a supernaturally gifted boy’s 
hilarious and heartbreaking pursuit of wealth. Colum- 
bia. 


Demond Wind 9/13 


Now you see it. Now you don’t. Now you're dead! Sixty 
years ago a peaceful farm was ripped apart by a demond 
wind and a gateway to hell blew open. Now Cory must 
confront the curse and close the door forever. Prism. 


a (I’m not sure what he is.) There’s the sinister detective 
Brenner (Vic Rooney), hired by Heather’s father to track 
her down and do what ever he has to. He’s hot on her 
trail. This movie never had any real surprises. The entire 
production was very predictable and rather boring, but 
if you have nothing bettertodo... Q 


Twisted Obsession 9/13 


There is a place beyond passion where desire becomes 
deadly. All the disturbing sensuality of Blue Velvet. Stars: 
Jeff Goldblum, Miranda Richardson, & Dexter Fletcher. 
IVE. 


A Shock to the System 9/19 


Climbing the corporate ladder can be murder! The 
thriller that proves killing is easy .. . getting away with 
it is murder. Stars: Michael Caine, Elizabeth McGovern. 
HBO video. 


Brain Dead 9/19 


At Eunice Corporation’s New You outlets, a simple 
operation will give patrons total piece of mind. Of 
course, a few may experience a minor side effect and be 
left... Brain Dead. Stars: Bud Cort, Bill Pullman, & 
Nicholas Pryor. MGM-UA. 
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Tales From the Crypt 9/19 


...- Only Deadly Sin... Lover Come Hack to Me... 
Collection Completed. Stars: Leah Thompson, M. 
Emmet Walsh, & Amanda Plummer. HBO Video. 


Playroom 9/20 

He’s been waiting for centuries . . . terror is child’s play. 
Stars: Christopher McDonald, James Purcell, & Vincent 
Schiavelli. Republic Pictures. 


Though Lovers Be Lost 9/20 


Beauty & the Beast, the full length movie special. The 
final chapter of love's greatest adventure. Unknown to 
Vincent, Catherine is pregnant with his child when she 
is abducted by a shadowy agent of evil who plan to steal 
the child and kill Catherine. Vincent’s telepathic pow- 
ers must save the life of the one he loves more than life 
itself. Republic Pictures. 


The First Power 9/27 


The perfect killer is the one who cannot be stopped. Be 
wamed. Lou Diamond Phillips battles a murderer who 
can appear in anybody, anywhere, at any time. Super- 
natural, suspenseful, and shocking beyond anything 
you've ever seen. Nelson Entertainment. 


Coming Cons: 


September 1990 


Aug. 30-Sept. 3 — ConDiego, Marriott Hotel, San Di- 
ego, CA. GoH: Samuel R. Delany. Info: ConDiego, 
Box 15771, San Diego, CA 92115. Call: (619) 461- 
1917. 

Aug. 30-Sept.3 — Gateway '90, Los Angeles Airport 
Hilton Hotel. Info: 5374 Village Road, Long Beach, 
CA. 

Sept. 1-3 — Fan-Outin NY, Airport Marriott, Newark, 
NJ. Multi-media. Info: FanOut, Box 887, Edgewood, 
MD 21040. 

Sept. 1-2 — DeleCon 1, Americana Hotel, Kansas City, 
MO. Info: USS Stargazer NCC 2893, Box 411793, 
Kansas Cigty, MO 84141. Call: (913) 299-1734. 

Sept. 7-9 — CopperCon 9, Phoenix, AZ. Info: CopperCon 
9, Box 11743, Phoenix, AZ 85061. Call: (602) 730- 
8648. 

Sept. 8-9 — SomaCon 2, Howard Johnson Conference 
Center, O’Hare Airport, Chicago, IL. Info: SomaCon 
2, % Liberation, Box 06491, Chicago, IL 60606-0491. 

Sept. 14-16 — MosCon XII, Cavanaugh’s Motor Inn, 
Moscow, ID. GoH: C.J. Cherryh. AGoH: Reed Waller. 
Info: MosCon XII, Box 8521, Moscow, ID 83843. 
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Martians Go Home 9/27 


The Martians have landed! They’re green, they’re re- 
lentless and they tell jokes all the time. Stars: Randy 
Quaid, Barry Sobel, & Vic Dunlop. IVE. 


Backstab 10/3 


Cliff Murphy, an architect and grieving widower finds 
his solace in work. One night, he is seduced by a 
beautiful, beguiling woman who eases his sorrow with 
an evening of unbridled passion. But when Cliff awak- 
ens, the woman is gone and he is lying next to the bloody 
corpse of the new company head — framed in a twisted 
web of false identities where the guilty look innocent 
and the innocent look dead. Stars: James Brolin & Meg 
Foster. Media. 


Tales From the Darkside 10/4 


Four ghoulish fables in one modern nightmare. It’s fun. 
Based on a story by Stephen King. Deborah Harry, 
Christian Slater, and Rae Dawn Chong star. Paramount. 


The Guardian 10/4 


Tonight, while the world is asleep .. . an ancient evil is 
about to awaken. From the director of The Exorcist, 
William Friedkin. MCA-Universal. Q 


Sept. 21-23 — InCon, Shilo Inn, Spokane, WA. GoH: 
Dean Ing. AGoH: Betsy Mott. Info: InCon, Box 1026, 
Spokane, WA 99210. 

Sept. 22-23 — ValleyCon, Fargo, ND. Info: Tony Tilton, 
Box 7202, Fargo, ND 58108. Call: (701) 232-1954. 
Sept. 23 — FantastiCon 1, Milwaukee, WI. Info: 
FantastiCon 1, % Larry Widen, 3368 N. 51st Blvd., 

Milwaukee, WI 53216. 

Sept. 28-30 — Contact 8, Ramada Inn, Evansville, IN. 
Info: Contact 8, Box 3894, Evansville, IN 47737. Call: 
(812) 428-0549. 

Sept. 28-30— Context III, Hilton Inn North, 
Worthington, OH. GoHs: Hal Clement, Charles 
Sheffield, Susan Swartz. Info: Fanaco Inc., Box 2954, 
Colombus, OH 43216. Call: (614) 889-0436. 

Sept. 28-30 — Georgia Fantasy Con, Omni Interna- 
tional Hotel, Atlanta, GA. Guests: Harlan & Susan 
Ellison, Michael Moorcock. Info: Georgia Fantasy 
Con, Box 47696, Atlanta, GA 30362. Call: (404) 925- 
2813. 

Sept. 28-30 — ICon 15, Best Western Westfield Inn, 
Coralville, LA. GoHs: Joe & Gay Haldeman. Info: Icon 
15, Box 525, lowa City, IA 52244. Call: (319) 337- 
6647; 234-2975; 354-2236. 

Sept. 28-30 — Satelliteone, Hotelk Bentley, Alexandria, 
LA. GoH: Robert Asprin. Info: Satellite One, Box 
13135, Alexandria, LA 71315. Call: (318) 442-8292. 


PASSION, POWER, GREED—AND MURDER—IN THE First CENTURY! 


Throughout history, man’s oldest vices have been the cause of his most vicious crime: murder. 
When a mysterious murder occurs in the exotic setting of Alexandria, Egypt, is it to go unsolved—is 
it, according to the precepts of the god Osiris-Serapis, another 


DOGHEADED DEATH? 


Centurian Gaius Hesperian is not the typical Roman soldier, ready to obtain confessions from 
slaves with the lash, so when Odysseus Memnon, Greek-Egyptian shipping magnate, is murdered, 
Hesperian’s methods of deduction set an entire family on edge. 


Was it Demetrius Memnon, Odysseus’ older brother, whose subversive money-making activities 
threaten to bring down the wrath of the Emperor Nero upon the family? 


Was it Adrastia Memnon, old Odysseus’ beautiful young wife, whose extravagant way of life was 
threatened by the possibility of Odysseus becoming a Christian? 


Was it Serapion Memnon, heir to the Memnon fortune, who wished to add to the glories of the 
ancient Egyptian gods? 


Or was it one of the others who people this book who are so artfully drawn that no one, not even 
Odysseus’ cherished, adoring daughter, Hathor, is beyond suspicion? 


In addition to being a superb mystery, DOGHEADED DEATH gives its readers a unique glimpse of the 
Roman empire in its golden age and, in particular, of its new, emerging religion—Christianity. Deftly 
lifted from the pages of history are such figures as the Apostle Mark, Bishop Annianus, and Tiberius 
Julius Alexander, governor of Egypt and nephew of Philo the philosopher. It is a tale set in an era of 
grandeur, corruption and romance. 


DOGHEADED DEATH is the first in the series of Gaius Hesperian historical mystery novels. 


Ray Faraday Nelson is a prolific, internationally read author of science-fiction, fantasy, historical 
fiction and non-fiction. His short story—£ight O'Clock in the Morning—was the basis for the 1988 
movie by John Carpenter, They Live. 


DOGHEADED DEATH by Ray Faraday Nelson. Original trade paperback. 184 pages, 6 x 9, CIP. 
ISBN 0-89407-079-7. $9.95. This book may be obtained by asking your favorite independent 
bookstore to order it for you, or, direct, by using the coupon which follows. 


0 Please send___ copies of DOGHEADED DEATH by Ray Faraday Nelson to: 

Name: | 

Street: 

ee eee ee eee ck i co States ZIP 
Check or money order is enclosed in the amount of $ 


NOTE: The cost is $9.95 per copy, PLUS $2.10 UPS shipping for the first copy, and 50 cents per copy 
additional. Since we ship ONLY by UPS, we require a street address to effect delivery. 


California residents MUST add California sales tax of 65 cents per copy. 


Strawberry Hill Press 259415" Avenue San Francisco, California 94127 


October 1990 


Oct. 5-7 — Contradiction 10, Days Inn Fallsview, Niagara 
Falls, NY. GoH: Christopher Hinz. Info: Contradic- 
tion 10, Box 2043, Newmarket Station, Niagara Falls, 
NY 14301. 

Oct. 5-7 — Minn-Con '90, St. Paul, MN. GoH: Beth 
Scott, Michael Norman, Richard Lupoff. Info: Minn- 
Con’90, %John Brower, 3136 Park Ave. S., Minne- 
apolis, MN 55407. Call: (612) 825-8256. 

Oct. 5-7 — RovaCon 15, Arborgate Inn, Salem Civic 
Center, Salem, VA. GoH: Forrest J. Ackerman. AGoh: 
Mary Hanson-Roberts. Info: RovaCon, Box 117, Sa- 
lem, VA 24153. 

Oct. 5-7 — TusCon 17, Tucson, AZ. Info: TusCon 17, % 
4559 East Bums, Tucson, AZ 95711. Call: (602) 881- 
3709; Call: 622-2520. 

Oct. 12-14 — ArmadilloCon 12, Austin, TX. GoH: Su- 
san Allison. Info: F.A.C.T., Box 9612, Austin, TX 
78766. Call: (512) 331-5803. 

Oct. 12-14 — Oktobertrek, Marriott, Hunt Valley, MD 
Star Trek Media Guests. Info: Oktobertrek, % 6656 
Aspern Drive, Elkridge, MD 21227. Call: (301) 379- 
6930. 

Oct. 19-21 — ConClave 15, Southfield Days Hotel, 
Southfield, MI. GoH: Stanley Schmidt. Info: ConClave 
15, Box 2915, Ann Arbor, MI 48106. Call: (313) 454- 
1554. 

Oct. 19-21 — Con‘ stellation IX, Sheraton Inn, Hunts- 
ville, AL. GoH: Lois McMaster Bujold. Info: 
Con’ stellation IX, Box 4857, Huntsville, AL 35815 

Oct. 19-21 — NotjustanotherCon 6, Campus Center 
Hotel, U. of Mass., Amherst, MA. Info: §.C.U.M., 
RSO Box 16, S.A. O., University of Mass., Amherst, 
MA 01003. (413) 545-1920. 

Oct. 20-21 — Merrire’s Weekend, Sunset Inn 108th && 
M Street, Omaha, NE. Info: Robin of Sherwood, NAB, 
Box 37654, Omaha, NE 69137. 

Oct. 26-28 — DreamCon 5, West Coast Everett Pacific 
Hotel, Everett, WA. AGoH: Steve Perry. Info: 
DreamCon 5, % 10121 Evergreen Way, #103, Everett, 
WA 98204. Call: (206) 481-0153; 488-1034. 

Oct. 26-28 — MilehighCon 90, Denver, CO. Info: 
MilehighCon 90, Box 27074, Denver, CO 80277. 
Call: (303) 936-4092. 

Oct. 26-28 — NecronomiCon 90, Holiday Inn-Ashley 
Plaza, Tampa, FL. GoH: Jack C. Haldeman I, Lawrence 

Watt-Evans. Info: NecronomiCon 90, Box 2076, 
Riverview, FL 33569. Call: (813) 677-6347. Q 
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Classes & 
Workshops: 


Beginning in September, your local community colleges 
or universities will be offering many writing & art 
classes. Check with your local schools about these 
classes. You may wish to interview the teacher or 
professor regarding the class content before registering. 
Remember, just because the class is offered by a college 
or university is no guarantee that this will be a suitable 
class for you. You have every right to check the creden- 
tials of the instructor. 

If you learn of any special writing or artist work- 
shops being offered in your area, please drop mea line so 
that I can inform our readers. 

Oct. 6, Oct. 7, Oct. 20, & Oct 21 Experiences Un- 
limited will be offering intensive one day writing work- 
shops to be held at 565 Ygnacio Valley Road, Suite 300, 
Walnut Creek, CA 94596. The workshops will be for 
writers with works in progress and will stress plotting. 
settings, characterization, & creativity. The worksho;s 
are for writers of horror, science fiction, fantasy, inter- 
views, hardscience fact, & humorin fact & fiction. Brir = 
a copy of your work or works in progress. The cost of th. 
workshops will be $40.00 per person per day. Esch 
workshop will begin promptly at 9:00 a.m. and end :- 
6:00 p.m., with a hour lunch break. Pre-registration i: 
mandatory. Registration forms are located on page 40.4. 
Send checks or money orders, specifying which wor:.- 
shop you wish to attend to: Experiences Unlimited, 54-i 
Ygnacio Valley Road, #A273, Walnut Creek, CA 
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at the Hoard... 


1-900-A-DIGEST 


234-4378 


Our 900 NUMBER PACKS A PUNCH! 


Temple Studios 
3 Margo Lane 
Vallejo, CA 94590 
(707) 552-2547 


Fiction, Science Fact, Horror, 


$1.99 for the first minute, 99¢ 
each minute thereafter, 
charged to your home or 
business telephone. Each 
storyteller gives up one week 
telephone rights to Amazing 
Experiences. We will contact 
you if we wish to purchase 
rights to a story for our 
magazine. We reserve the 
right to refuse and/or edit any 
story to conform to telephone 
regulations and or obscenity 
laws. 


* Tell your Personat Occult, 
Paranormal, Psychic & Strange 


Fantasy TriviA GAME® Listento experiences orlisten toothers tell 
a short story or poem told by a their's! 
master story teller or perhaps by e Get Story Ideas. End Writers 
the author themself. Block! 


e Tell us your poem or short story 


for others to listen to. 1-900-234-4378 


Another Great Phone Idea... Law LINE 
24 Hour-a-Day Expert advice from experienced attorneys 


1-900-321-LAWS 


Just $3.50 per minute charged to your phone 


